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OF    HIGH    DESCENT. 

CHAPTER  I. 

FOR    LIBERTY    AND    LIFE. 

Naturalists  and  students  of  animal  life 
tell  us  that  the  hunted  deer  sheds  tears  in 
its  agony  and  fear,  and  that  the  hare  is 
ignorant  of  what  is  before  it,  for  its  eves  are 
strained  back  in  its  dread  as  it  watches  the 
stride  of  the  pursuing  hounds. 

The  reverse  of  the  latter  was  the  case  with 
Harry  Vine,  who  in  his  horror  and  shame 
could  only  see  forward  right  into  the  future. 
For  there  before  him  was  himself — hand- 
cuffed, in  gaol,  before  the  magistrates,  taking 
his  trial,  sentenced,  and  then  he,  the  scion  of 
a  good  family,  inflated  by  the  false  hopes 
placed   before    him    by   his    aunt,  dressed    in 
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2  OF    HIGH    DESCENT. 

the  broad-arrow  convict's  suit,  drudging  on 
in  his  debased  and  weary  life — the  shame,  the 
disgrace  of  those  who  loved  him,  and  whom, 
in  those  brief  moments  of  agony,  he  knew  he 
dearly  loved. 

"  Better  death  !  " 

He  muttered  these  words  between  his  teeth, 
as,  in  a  mad  fit  of  cowardice  and  despair,  he 
turned  suddenly  at  the  end  of  the  rock  pier 
and  plunged  headlong  into  the  eddying  tide. 

Whatever  the  will  may  wish  at  such  a  time, 
instinct  always  seems  to  make  a  frantic  effort 
to  combat  this  mad  will,  and  the  struggle  for 
life  begins. 

It  was  so  here,  for  the  sudden  plunge  into 
the  cold  dark  water  produced  its  instantaneous 
effect.  The  nerves  and  muscles  grew  tense, 
and  after  bein^  borne  for  some  distance  straight 
out  to  sea,  Harry  Vine  rose  to  the  surface,  and 
in  obedience  to  the  natural  instinct  of  a  good 
swimmer,  struck  out  and  turned  to  regain  the 
pier. 

But  as  he  turned  he  hesitated.  There  were 
the  police  waiting  for  him  when  he  landed, 
and  his  people  were  on  the  shore  waiting  to 
see  him  disgraced — for  he  was,  of  course,  in 
utter  ignorance  of  the  efforts  that  had  been 
made  to  enable  him  to  escape.     And  even  as 


FOR    LIBERTY    AND    LIFE.  6 

he  hesitated  he  knew  that  such  a  proceeding- 
was  impossible.  Had  he  been  tenfold  the 
swimmer  he  could  not  have  reached  that 
point,  for  the  current,  after  coming  from  the 
west  and  striking  full  against  the  rocks,  was 
bearing  him  seaward  at  a  tremendous  rate. 
The  voices  that  had  been  in  a  clamour  of 
excitement  and  the  shouts  and  orders  were 
growing  distant ;  the  lights  that  were  flashing 
over  the  water  seemed  minute  by  minute  more 
faint,  and  as,  almost  without  effort,  he  floated 
on  he  wondered  at  the  feeling  of  calm,  matter- 
of-fact  reasoning  which  the  cold  plunge  seemed 
to  have  aroused. 

Always  a  clever  swimmer  from  the  days 
when  the  sturdy  fisherman  Perrow  had  tied 
a  stout  hake-line  about  his  waist,  and  bid 
him  leap  into  the  sea  from  the  lugger's  side, 
and  taught  him  to  feel  confidence  in  the 
water,  he  had  never  felt  so  much  at  home  as 
now.  He  was  clothed,  but  the  strong  current 
bore  him  along,  and  the  slightest  movement  of 
his  limbs  kept  him  with  his  nostrils  clear  of 
the  golden-spangled  water. 

What  should  he  do  ? 

He  looked  seaward,  and  there,  right  off  the 
harbour  mouth,  was  a  lantern.  He  could  not 
make    out   the    shape    of  the    boat ;    but   his 
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guilty  conscience  suggested  that  it  was  one 
placed  there  by  the  police  for  his  capture  ; 
shoreward  he  could  see  other  moving  lights, 
and  he  knew  as  well  as  if  he  were  there  that 
they  were  boat  lanterns,  and  that  people  were 
putting  off  in  pursuit. 

It  did  not  seem  to  occur  to  him  that  they 
would  be  essaying  to  save  him ;  he  had  com- 
mitted an  offence  against  the  law,  and  in  his 
then  frame  of  mind  he  could  only  admit  one 
thought  in  connection  with  them  into  his 
brain,  and  that  was  that  any  boat's  crew 
which  pushed  off  would  have  but  one  idea — 
to  make  every  effort  to  capture  him,  an  1  so  he 
swam,  letting  the  swift  tide  carry  him  where 
it  would. 

Shouts  arose,  sounding  faint  and  strange  as 
they  came  from  where  the  lanterns  gleamed 
faintly ;  and  there  was  an  answering  hail  from 
the  light  off  the  harbour — the  light  toward 
which  he  was  being  borne. 

"  They'll  see  me,"  he  thought,  and  he  made 
a  few  vigorous  strokes  to  turn  aside,  but  gave 
up  directly,  as  he  felt  it  possible  that  he 
might  be  carried  by  in  the  darkness. 

To  his  horror,  he  found  that  he  would  be 
taken  so  close,  that  he  could  easily  swim  to 
and  touch  the  boat.     For  one    moment  fear 
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swayed  him  of  another  kind,  and  he  felt  that 
he  must  give  up. 

"  Better  be  taken  aboard  to  prison  than 
drown,"  he  muttered ;  and  he  swam  toward 
the  boat. 

"  Better  be  drowned  than  taken  off  to 
prison,"  he  said  the  next  moment ;  and  then, 
"  Why  should  I  drown  ?  " 

His  confidence  returned  as  he  was  borne 
nearer  and  nearer  to  the-  lugger  riding  here 
to  its  buoy  ;  and  he  could  hear  the  voices  of 
the  men  on  board  talking  eagerly  as  they 
gazed  s h ore  ward. 

"  Keep  a  bright  look-out,"  said  a  rough 
voice  ;  and  Harry  ceased  swimming  after 
turning  over  on  his  back,  and  let  the  current 
bear  him  swiftly  and  silently  along. 

The  spangled  water  seemed  hardly  disturbed 
by  his  presence  as  he  neared  the  light,  then 
saw  it  eclipsed  by  the  boat's  hull,  just  as  he 
felt  that  he  must  be  seen.  Then  he  was 
past  the  boat,  and  in  a  few  seconds  the  light 
reappeared  from  the  other  side,  shining  full 
upon  his  white  face,  but  the  men  were  look- 
ing in  the  other  direction  and  he  was  not 
seen. 

Once  more  the  horror  of  drowning  came 
upon  him,  and  he  turned  on  his  face  to  swim 
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back.  It  was  only  a  momentary  sensation, 
and  as  he  swam  and  felt  his  power  in  the 
water  he  closed  the  lips  firmly  that  had  parted 
to  hail,  and  swam  on. 

The  shouts  came  and  were  answered  from 
time  to  time,  he  could  hear  the  regular  rattle 
and  beat  of  an  oar,  and  then  the  blue  light 
flashed  out  brilliantly,  and  as  he  raised  him- 
self at  each  long  steady  stroke  he  could  see 
quite  a  crowd  of  figures  had  gathered  on  the 
pier,  and  he  was  startled  to  see  how  far  he 
was  from  the  shore.  And  all  this  time  there 
upon  his  left  was  the  bright  red  harbour-light, 
glaring  at  him  like  an  eye,  which  seemed  to 
be  watching  him  and  waiting  to  see  him 
drown.  At  times  it  looked  to  be  so  lifelike 
that  it  appeared  to  blink  at  him,  and  as  he 
swam  on  he  ceased  to  gaze  at  the  dull  yellow 
light  of  the  moving  lanterns,  and  kept  on 
watching  that  redder  eye -like  lamp. 

The  blue  light  blazed  for  a  time  like  a 
brilliant  star  and  then  died  out ;  the  shouts 
of  the  men  in  the  boat  floated  to  him,  and 
the  lights  of  the  town  grew  farther  away  as 
he  still  swam  steadily  on  with  a  sea  of  stars 
above  him,  and  another  concave  of  stars  appa- 
rently below ;  on  his  right  the  open  sea,  and 
on  his  left,  where  the  dull  land  was,  arose  a 
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jagged  black  line  against  the  starry  sky  show- 
ing the  surface  of  the  cliff. 

"What  shall  I  do?"  he  said  to  himself,  as 
he    looked  back  at   lisdit   after  ligdit   moving 

o  o  o 

slowly  on  the  water,  but  all  far  behind  him, 
for  he  was,  as  he  well  knew,  in  one  of  the 
swiftest  currents  running  due  east  of  the 
quay,  and  for  a  distance  from  that  point  due 
south.  It  was  a  hard  question  to  answer.  He 
might  swim  on  for  an  hour — he  felt  as  if  he 
could  swim  for  two — and  what  then  ? 

He  could  not  tell,  but  all  the  time  the  tide 
was  bearing  him  beyond  the  reach  of  pursuit 
so  fast  that  the  hails  grew  more  faint,  and  every 
minute  now  the  roar  of  the  surf  grew  plainer. 

Should  he  swim  ashore — land — and  escape  ? 

Where  to  ? 

"Hah!" 

He  uttered  a  faint  cry,  for  just  then  his 
hand  touched  something  cold  and  slimy,  and 
for  the  moment  he  felt  paralyzed,  as  he  re- 
called how  often  a  shark  had  come  in  with 
the  tide.  For  the  object  he  had  touched 
seemed  to  glide  by  him,  and  what  felt  like  a 
slimy  moving  fin  swept  over  his  hand.  He 
struck  out  now  with  all  his  strength,  blindly, 
and  moved  solely  by  one  impulse — that  of 
escaping  from  a  death  so  hideous — a  chill  of 
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liorror  ran  through  him,  and  for  the  moment 
he  felt  half  paralyzed.  The  sensation  was 
agonizing,  and  the  strokes  he  gave  were  quick, 
spasmodic,  and  of  the  kind  given  by*a  drown- 
ing man  ;  but  as  he  swam  on  and  the  moments 
passed  without  his  being  seized,  the  waning 
courage  began  to  return  strongly  once  more, 
he  recovered  his  nerve,  and  ceasing  his  frantic 
efforts  swam  slowly  on. 

The  efforts  he  had  made  had  exhausted  him, 
however,  and  he  turned  over  on  his  back  to 
rest  and  lie  paddling  gently,  gazing  straight  up 
at  the  glorious  stars  which  burned  so  brilliantly 
overhead.  The  change  was  restful,  and  con- 
scious that  the  current  swept  him  still  swiftly 
along,  he  turned  once  more  and  began  to  swim. 

That  fit  of  excitement,  probably  from  touch- 
ing some  old  weed-grown  piece  of  timber, 
must  have  lasted  longer  than  he  thought,  for 
he  had  toiled  on  heedless  of  which  direction  he 
took,  and  this  direction  had  been  shoreward, 
the  current  had  done  the  rest ;  and  now  that 
he  swam  it  was  into  one  of  the  back  tidal 
eddies,  and  the  regular  dull  roar  and  rush  and 
the  darkness  ahead  taught  him  that  he  was 
only  a  few  hundred  yards  from  the  cliffs.  He 
rose  up  as  he  swam  and  looked  sharply  from 
side   to    side,    to    see    a   faint   lambent    light 
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where  the  phosphorescent  waves  broke,  and 
before  him  the  black  jagged  line  which  seemed 
to  terminate  the  golden-spangled  heavens, 
where  the  stars  dipped  down  behind  the  shore. 

He  hesitated  for  a  few  moments — not  for 
long.  It  was  madness  to  strike  out  again 
into  the  swift  current,  when  in  a  short  time 
xmld  land  or,  if  not,  reach  one  of  the  de- 
tached masses  of  rock,  and  rest  there  till  the 
tide  went  down.  But  what  to  do  then  I 
Those  who  searched  for  him  would  be  certain 
to  hunt  along  the  shore,  and  to  land  and 
strike  inland  was,  in  his  drenched  condition, 
to  invite  capture. 

He  shuddered  at  the  thought,  and  awaking 
now  to  the  fact  that  he  was  rapidly  growing 
exhausted,  he  swam  on  into  the  black  band 
that  seemed  to  stretch  beneath  the  cliffs. 

He  was  weaker  than  he  realized,  and. 
familiar  as  he  was  with  this  part  of  the  coast, 
it  now  in  the  darkness  assumed  a  weird, 
horrifying  aspect  ;  the  sounds  grew,  in  his 
strangely  excited  state,  appalling,  and  there 
were  moments  when  he  felt  as  if  the  end  had 
come.  Fur  as  he  swam  on  it  was  every  now 
and  then  into  some  moving  mass  of  anchored 

CI 

wrack,  whose  slimy  fronds  wrapped  round  and 
clung  to  his  limbs,  hampering  his  movements 
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and  calling  forth  a  desperate  struggle  before 
he  could  get  clear. 

Then,  as  he  reached  the  broken  water,  in 
spite  of  the  lambent  glare  he  struck  himself 
severely  again  and  again  upon  some  piece  of 
jagged  rock,  once  so  heavily  that  he  uttered  a 
moan  of  pain,  and  Heated  helplessly  and  half 
unnerved  listening  to  the  hissing  rush  and 
hollow  gasping  of  the  waves  as  they  plunged 
in  and  out  among  the  cavities  and  hollows  of 
the  rocks.  A  hundred  yards  out  the  sea  was 
perfectly  smooth,  but  here  in-shore,  as  the  tidal 
swell  encountered  the  cliffs,  the  tide  raced  in 
and  out  through  the  chaos  of  fallen  blocks  like 
some  shoal  of  mad  creatures  checked  in  their 
career  and  frightened  in  their  frantic  efforts  to 
escape. 

Then  every  now  and  then  came  a  low 
hollow  moau  like  a  faint  and  distant  ex- 
plosion, followed  by  the  rattling  of  stones,  and 
a  strange  whispering,  more  than  enough  to 
appal  the  stoutest  swimmer  cast  there  in  the 
darkness  of  the  night. 

Three  times  over  was  the  fugitive  thrown 
across  a  mass  of  slimy  rock,  to  which,  losing 
heart  now,  he  frantically  clung,  but  only  to 
be  swept  off  again,  confused,  blinded  by  the 
spray  and   with  the  water  thundering  in  his 
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ears.  Once  Lis  feet  touched  bottom,  and  he 
essayed  to  stand  for  a  moment  to  try  and 
wade  across,  but  he  only  stepped  directly  into 
a  deep  chasm,  plunging  over  his  head,  to  rise 
beating  the  waves  wildly,  half  strangled  ;  and 
in  the  strange   numbed    feeling   of  confusion 

©  o 

which  came  over  him,  his  efforts  grew  more 
feeble,  his  strokes  more  aimless,  and  as  once 
more  he  went  under  and  rose  with  the  cling- 

© 

ins  weeds  about  his  neck  the  fight  seemed  to 

©  O 

be  over,  and  he  threw  back  his  head  gasping 
for  breath. 

Rush !  A  wave  curled  right  over,  swept 
him    from  among   the  clammy  weed,  and  the 

next  moment   his  head  was  driven   against  a 

© 

mass  of  rock. 

What  followed  seemed  to  take  place  in  a 
feverish  dream.  He  had  some  recollection 
afterward  of  trying  to  clamber  up  the  rough 
limpet-bossed  rock,  and  of  sinking  down  with 
the  water  plunging  about  his  eyes  and  leaping 
at  intervals  right  up  his  chest,  but  some  time 
elapsed  before  he  thoroughly  realized  his 
position,  and  dazed  and  half  helpless  climbed 
higher  up  to  lie  where  the  rock  was  dry, 
listening  with  a  shudder  to  the  strange  sounds 
of  the  hurrying  tide,  and  gazing  up  from  time 
to  time  at  the  watching  stars. 


CHAPTER   II. 

A    PLACE    OF    REFUGE. 

If  ever  miserable  wretch  prayed  for  the  light 
of  returning  day  that  wretch  was  Harry  Vine. 
It  seemed  hours  of  agony,  during  which  the 
water  hissed  and  surged  all  round  him  as  if 
in  search  of  the  victim  who  had  escaped, 
before  the  faint  lio;ht  in  the  east  bejmn  to  give 
promise  of  the  morn. 

Two  or  three  times  over  he  had  noted  a 
lantern  far  out  toward  the  distant  harbour,  but 
to  all  appearances  the  search  had  ceased  for 
the  night,  and  he  was  too  cold  and  mentally 
stunned  to  heed  that  now . 

He  had  some  idea  of  where  he  must  be — 
some  three  miles  from  the  little  harbour,  but 
he  could  not  be  sure,  and  the  curve  outward 
of  the  land  hid  the  distant  light. 

Once  or  twice  he  must  have  slept  and 
dreamed  in  a  fevered  way,  for  he  started  into 
wakefulness  with  a  cry  of  horror,  to  sit  chilled 
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and  helpless  for  the  rest  of  the  night,  trying 
to  think  out  his  future,  hut  in  a  confused, 
dreamy  way  that  left  him  where  he  had 
started  at  the  first. 

As  day  broke  he  knew  exactly  where  he 
was,  recollecting  the  rock  as  one  to  which  he 
had  before  now  rowed  with  one  of  the  fisher- 
men, the  deep  chasms  at  its  base  being  a 
favourite  resort  of  conger.  Hard  by  were 
the  tAvo  zorns  to  which  they  had  made  the 
excursion  that  day,  and  searched  for  specimens 
for  his  father's  hobby — that  day  when  he  had 
overbalanced  himself  and  fallen  in. 

Those  zorns  !  either  of  those  caves  would 
form  a  hiding-place. 

"  That  is  certain  to  be  seen,"  he  said 
bitterly  ;  and  with  the  feeling  upon  him  that 
even  then  some  glass  might  be  directed  toward 
the  isolated  rock  on  which  he  sat,  a  hundred 
yards  from  the  cliff,  in  a  part  where  the  shore 
was  never  bared  even  at  the  lowest  tides,  he 
began  to  lower  himself  into  the  deep  water  to 
swim  ashore  and  climb  up  the  face  of  the  cliff 
in  search  of  some  hiding-place. 

He  was  bitterly  cold  and  longnngr  for  the 
sunshine,  so  that  he  might  gain  a  little 
warmth  for  his  chilled  limbs  ;  and  under  the 
circumstances    it    seemed    in    his    half-dried 
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condition  painful  in  the  extreme  to  plunge 
into  the  water  again. 

Half  in  he  held  on  by  the  side  of  the 
barnacle-covered  rock,  and  scanned  the  face 
of  the  cliff,  nearly  perpendicular  facing  there, 
and  seeming  to  offer  poor  foothold  unless  he 
were  daring  in  the  extreme. 

He  was  too  weak  and  weary  to  attempt  it, 
and  he  turned  his  eyes  to  the  right  with  no 
better  success. 

"  Better  give  up,"  he  said  bitterly.  "  I 
couldn't  do  it  now." 

As  he  gazed  to  his  left  the  rock,  however, 
seemed  more  practicable.  There  wTas  a  chasm 
there,  up  which  it  would  certainly  be  possible 
to  climb,  and,  feeling  more  hopeful,  he  was 
about  to  make  the  attempt,  when  a  flush  of 
excitement  ran  through  him.  There  in  full 
view,  not  fifty  yards  to  the  left,  was  the  zigzag 
water-way  up  which  they  had  sent  the  boat 
that  day  toward  the  narrow  hole  at  the  foot  of 
the  cliff,  the  little  entrance  to  the  cavern  into 
which  he  had  swum,  and  there  sat  for  his  own 
amusement,  startling  the  occupants  of  the 
boat. 

"The  very  place  !"  he  thought.  "No  one 
would  find  me  there." 

His  heart  began  to  throb,  and  a  warm  glow 
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seemed  to  run  through  his  chilled  limbs  as, 
carefully  picking  his  time,  he  swam  amongst 
the  waving  seaweed  to  the  narrow  channel, 
and  then  in  and  out,  as  he  had  gone  ou  that 
blight  sunny  day  which  seemed  to  him  now 
as  if  it  was  far  away  in  the  past,  when  he 
was  a  careless,  thoughtless  boy,  before  he  had 
become  a  wretched,  hunted  man. 

The  sun,  little  by  little,  rose  above  the  sea 
and  flooded  the  face  of  the  rocks  ;  the  black 
water  became  amethystine  and  golden,  and 
the  mysterious  gasping  and  moaning  sounds 
of  the  current  were  once  more  the  playful 
splcishings  of  the  waves  as  they  leaped  up  the 
empurpled  rocks  and  fell  in  glittering  cascades. 
It  was  morning,  glorious  morning  once  again, 
and  the  black,  frowning  cliffs  of  the  terrible 
night  were  now  hope-inspiring  in  their  hang- 
ing wreaths  of  clustering  ivy  and  golden 
stars. 

The  swell  bore  him  on,  and  he  rode  easily 
to  the  mouth  of  the  cave,  a  low  rift  now  that 
was  nearly  hidden  when  a  wave  ran  up,  and 
when  it  retired  not  more  than  a  yard  high. 
And,  as  he  recalled  the  day  when  he  swam  in, 
his  hopes  rose  higher,  for  even  if  careful  search 
were  made  it  was  not  likely  that  any  one 
would    venture    into    such    a    place    as    that. 
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Then,  as  he  held  on  by  a  piece  of  rock  at  the 
mouth,  he  hesitated,  for  strange  whispering 
sounds  and  solemn  gurgling  came  out  as  he 
peered  in.  Where  he  clung,  with  his  shoulders 
above  the  water,  all  was  now  bright  sunshine  ; 
beneath  that  rough  arch  all  was  weird  and 
dark,  and  it  was  not  until  he  had  felt  how 
possible  it  was  that  he  might  be  seen  that  he 
gave  a  frightened  glance  in  the  direction  of 
the  harbour,  and  then,  drawing  a  long  breath, 
waited  for  the  coming  of  a  wave,  lowering 
himself  down  at  the  right  moment,  and 
allowing   the   water  to   bear  him   in. 

He  must  have  glided  in,  riding,  as  it  were, 
on  that  wave  some  twenty  or  thirty  yards, 
when,  after  a  hissing,  splashing,  and  hollow 
echoing  noise,  as  a  heavy  breath  of  pent-up 
air,  like  the  expiration  of  some  creature  struck 
upon  his  face,  he  felt  that  he  was  being  drawn 
back. 

The  rugged  sides  of  the  place,  after  his 
hands  had  glided  over  the  clinging  sea- ane- 
mones for  a  few  moments,  gave  him  a  firm 
hold,  and  as  the  wave  passed  out  he  found 
bottom  beneath  his  feet,  and  waded  on  in  the 
darkness  with  a  faint  shadow  thrown  by  the 
light  at  the  mouth  before  him. 

The  place  opened   out  right  and  left,  and 


A    PLACE    OF   REFUGE.  17 

as  his  eves  grew  more  used  to  the  gloom  he 
found  himself  in  a  rugged  chamber  rising 
many  feet  above  his  head  and  continuing  in 
a  narrow  rift  right  on  into  the  darkness. 
Where  he  stood  the  water  was  about  three 
feet  deep,  and  his  feet  rested  on  soft  sand, 
while,  as  he  continually  groped  along  side- 
wise,  he  found  the  water  shallowed.  Then 
another  wave  rushed  in,  darkening  the  place 
slightly,  and  it  seemed  to  pass  him,  and  to  go 
on  and  on  into  the  depths  of  the  narrow  rift 
onward,  and  return.  The  tide  he  knew  was 
falling,  so  that  some  hours  must  elapse  before 
there  was  any  danger  of  his  being  shut  in 
and  deprived  of  air,  while  there  was  the  pos- 
sibility of  the  cavern  being  secure  in  that 
respect,  and  remaining  always  sufficiently 
open  for  him  to  breathe.  But  there  were 
other  dangers.  There  might  be  enough  air, 
but  too  much  water,  and  at  the  next  tide  he 
might  be  shut  in  and  drowned.  Then  there 
was  starvation  staring  him  in  the  face.  But 
on  the  other  side  there  was  a  balance  to 
counteract  all  this  ;  he  had  found  sanctuary, 
and  as  long  as  he  liked  to  make  this  place  his 
refuge  he  felt  that  he  would  be  safe. 

The  waves  came  and  went,  always  pursuing 
their  way  along  a  rift-like    channel   inward, 
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while  he  cautiously  groped  his  way  along  to 
the  left  into  the  darkness,  with  the  water 
shallowing,  and  his  hands  as  he  went  on,  bent 
nearly  double,  splashing  in  the  water  or  feeling 
the  rough,  rocky  wall,  which  at  times  he  could 
not  reach,  on  account  of  the  masses  projecting 
at  the  foot. 

The  place  was  evidently  fairly  spacious,  and 
minute  by  minute,  as  more  of  the  outer  sun- 
shine penetrated,  and  his  eyes  grew  accustomed 
to  the  place,  it  became  filled  with  a  dim 
greenish  light,  just  sufficient  to  showT  him  the 
dripping  roof  about  ten  feet  above  him,  while 
all  below  was  black. 

All  at  once,  as  he  wTaded  in  with  the  water 
now  to  his  knees,  his  hands  touched  something 
wet,  cold,  and  yielding,  and  he  started  back 
in  horror,  with  the  splashing  noise  he  made 
echoing  strangely  from  the  roof. 

For  the  moment  his  imagination  conjured 
up  the  form  of  some  hideous  sea-monster, 
which  must  make  the  zorn  its  home,  but  once 
more  sense  and  experience  of  the  coast  told 
him  that  the  creature  he  had  touched  must 
be  a  seal,  and  that  the  animal,  probably  more 
frightened  than  be  was  himself,  had  escaped 
now  out  into  the  open  water. 

A  couple  of  yards  farther  and  he  was  on 


A    PLACE    OF    REFUGE.  19 

dry  sand,  while,  on  feeling  about,  he  found 
that  the  side  of  the  cave  had  been  reached, 
and  that  he  could  climb  up  over  piled-up 
rocks  heaped  with  sand  till  he  could  touch 
the  roof. 

For  some  few  minutes,  as  he  stood  there 
with  the  water  streaming  from  him,  he  could 
not  make  out  whether  the  heaped-up  sand 
which  filled  in  the  rifts  anions  the  rocks  was 
thoroughly  dry  or  only  lately  left  by  the  tide, 
but  at  last,  feeling  convinced  that  no  water, 
save  such  as  might  have  dripped  from  the  roof, 
could  have  touched  it,  he  carefully  explored  it 
with  his  hands  till  he  found  a  suitable  place, 
where  he  could  sit  down  and  rest. 

He  was  so  near  the  roof  that  the  sandy 
spot  he  selected  seemed  to  be  more  suitable 
for  reclining  than  sitting,  and,  lying  down, 
chilled  to  the  very  marrow,  he  tried  to  think, 
but  could  only  get  his  thoughts  to  dwell  upon 
the  rushing  in  of  the  waves  as  he  watched 
them  coming  along  what  seemed  to  be  a  broad 
beam  of  light,  and  go  on  and  on  past  where 
he  lay  right  into  a  dimly-seen  rift  to  his  left. 

He  was  cold,  hungry,  and  wretched.  A  feel- 
ing of  utter  hopelessness  and  despair  seemed 
to  rob  him  of  the  power  to  act  and  think. 
His  wet  clothes  hung  to  him,  and  it  was  not 
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till  he  had  lain  there  some  time  that  the 
thought  occurred  to  him  to  try  and  wring  out 
some  of  the  water.  This  he  at  last  did,  and 
then  lay  down  to  think  once  more. 

He  had  not  so  much  difficulty  in  making 
out  the  shape  of  the  place  now,  but  it  pre- 
sented few  differences  from  the  many  rifts 
in  the  rocks  which  he  had  examined  when 
boating.  There  wTere  dimly-seen  shell-fish  on 
the  sides,  scarce  specimens  such  as  would  at 
one  time  have  gladdened  his  father's  heart, 
just  visible  by  the  opening,  which  grewT  brighter 
and  brighter  as  the  tide  went  down,  and  the 
entrance  broadened  till  a  new  dread  assailed 
him,  and  that  was  that  the  place  would  be  so 
easy  of  access  that  he  would  be  sought  for  and 
found. 

The  bitter,  chilled  sensation  seemed  to  abate 
somewhat  now,  but  he  was  tortured  by  hunger 
and  thirst.  Every  louder  lap  or  splash  of  the 
wTaves  made  him  start  and  try  to  make  out 
the  shadow  of  a  coming  boat,  but  these  frights 
passed  off,  leaving  him  trying  still  to  think  of 
the  future  and  what  he  should  do. 

How  beautiful  the  water  seemed  !  That 
glistening  band  where  the  light  fell,  and  was 
cut  on  either  side  by  a  band  of  inky  blackness, 
while  the  light  was  thrown  from  the  water  in 
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curious  reflections  on  the  glistening  rock,  which 
seemed  to  be  covered  with  a  frosted  metal  of 
a  dazzling  golden  green. 

He  could  think  of  that,  and  of  the  amethys- 
tine water  which  ran  on  through  what  was 
evidently  a  deep  channel,  into  the  far  depths 
of  the  cave,  along  which,  in  imagination,  he 
followed  it  on  and  on  right  into  the  verv 
bowels  of  the  earth,  a  long,  strange  journey 
of  curve  and  zio-zao*  with  the  water  ever 
rushing  and  gurgling  on,  and  the  noise 
growing  fainter  and  fainter  till  it  was  just  a 
whisper,  then  the  merest  breath,  and  then 
utter  darkness  and  utter  silence. 

The  excitement  and  exhaustion  of  the  past 
night  were  playing  their  part  now,  and  Harry 
Vine  lay  utterly  unconscious  of  everything 
around. 


CHAPTEE   III. 

THE    HOftROR  IN  THE   ZOBN. 

"  Yes  !    What  is  it  ?   Aunt  Marguerite  ill  ? " 

Harry  Vine  started  up,  listening. 

"  Did  any  one  call  1 " 

There  was  no  reply,  and  he  sat  there  listen- 
ing, still  with  the  impression  strong  upon  him 
that  he  had  heard  some  one  knock  at  his 
bedroom  door  and  call  him  by  name. 

Then  a  curious  sense  of  confusion  came  over 
him  as  he  tried  to  make  out  what  it  meant. 
His  head  was  hot,  but  his  hands  were  cold, 
and  he  felt  that  he  ousdit  to  know  something 
which  constantly  eluded  his  mental  grasp. 

Land — rock — water  running,  gurgling,  and 
splashing,  and  utter  darkness.  Where  was  he  ? 
What  did  it  all  mean  ? 

For  a  long  time  the  past  was  a  blank. 
Then,  as  he  sat  with  his  hands  pressed  to  his 
head,  staring  wildly  before  him,  it  all  came 
back  like  a  flash — his  trouble,  the  escape,  the 
long  swim,  and  his  taking  refuge  in  this  cave. 
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Then  he  must  have  slept  all  day,  and  it  was 
now  night,  or  else  the  tide  had  risen  above 
the  mouth  of  the  entrance,  and  the  water  was 
slowly  rising  to  strangle  him,  and,  Heaven  have 
mercy  upon  him,  there  was  no  escape  ! 

He  began  to  creep  down  slowly  toward  the 
water,  determined  to  swim  with  the  next 
i e tiring  wave,  and  try  to  reach  the  shore. 
Even  if  he  drowned  in  the  effort  it  would  be 
better  than  sitting  there  in  that  horrible  cave, 
waiting  for  a  certain  death. 

But  he  found  that  comparatively  he  had  to 
descend  some  distance  before  he  could  feel  the 
water,  and  as  he  touched  it  with  his  extended 
hand,  he  fancied  that  he  could  detect  a  gleam 
of  light. 

For  a  long  time  he  could  not  convince  him- 
self that  it  was  not  fancy,  but  at  last  he  was 
sure  that  there  was  a  faint  reflection  as  from 
a  star  whose  light  struck  obliquely  in.  Then 
the  mouth  of  the  cave  was  open  still,  and 
he  could  swim  out  if  he  wished.  But  did. 
he  wish  ? 

He  felt  about,  and  in  a  short  time  could 
distinguish  by  the  sense  of  touch  how  high 
the  tide  had  risen,  and  that  it  had  not  been 
within  a  couple  of  feet  of  where  he  had  lain, 
where  the  sand  was  quite  warm  still.     He  tco 
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was  dry,  and  therefore  it  must  be  night,  and 
he  had  been  plunged  in  a  state  of  stupor  for 
many  hours.  Suddenly  a  thought  struck 
him. 

He  had  a  match-box  in  his  pocket,  a  little 
tight-fitting,  silver  match-box,  which  held  a 
few  cigar-lights.  That  match-box  was  inside 
his  cigar-case,  and  both  fitted  so  tightly  that 
the  water  might  have  been  kept  out.  A  light, 
if  only  for  a  few  moments,  would  convince 
him  of  his  position,  and  then  there  were  his 
cigars.  He  was  ravenously  hungry  now,  and 
if  he  smoked  that  would  perhaps  dull  the 
sensation. 

He  drew  out  his  cigar-case  and  opened  it, 
and  took  out  a  cigar.  This  was  dry  com- 
paratively ;  and  as  with  trembling  fingers  he 
felt  the  little  silver  case,  he  wondered  whether 
it  closed  tightly  enough  to  keep  out  the  water. 

He  took  out  a  match.  It  felt  dry,  and 
the  box  was  quite  warm,  but  when  he  gave 
the  match  one  rub  on  the  sand-faced  end,  he 
obtained  nothing  but  a  faint  line  of  li<dit. 
He  tried  again  and  again,  but  in  vain ;  and 
hesitated  about  testing  another  match  till 
some  hours  had  passed. 

He  could  not  resist  the  temptation,  and 
taking  another  of  the  frail  waxen  tapers,  he 
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struck  it  sharply,  and  to  his  great  delight  it 
emitted  a  sharp,  crackling  sound.  Another 
stroke  and  it  flashed  out,  and  there  beamed 
steadily  a  tiny,  clear  flame  which  lit  up  the 
place,  revealing  that  it  was  just  such  a  zorn 
as  his  touch  and  imagination  had  painted, 
while  the  water  was  about  a  couple  of  feet 
below  where  he  knelt  on  the  sand,  and — 

The  young  man  uttered  a  wild  cry  of  horror, 
the  nearly  extinct  match  fell  from  his  fingers, 
and  burned  out  sputtering  on  the  wet  sands  at 
his  feet. 

His  first  effort  was  to  crawl  right  away  as 
high  up  as  possible,  and  there,  shuddering  and 
confused,  he  sat,  or  rather  crouched,  gazing 
down  beyond  where  the  match  had  fallen. 

At  times  he  could  see  a  tiny,  wandering 
point  of  light  in  the  water,  which  gradually 
faded  out,  and  after  this  seemed  to  reappear 
farther  away,  but  otherwise  all  was  black  and 
horrible  once  more.  More  than  once  he  was 
tempted  to  walk  down  into  the  water  and 
swim  out,  but  in  his  half-delirious,  fevered 
state  he  shrank  from  doing  this,  and  waited 
there  in  the  darkness,  suffering  agonies  till, 
after  what  seemed  to  be  an  interminable  time, 
there  was  a  faint,  pearly  light  in  the  place, 
which,  gradually  srrew  and  srrew  till  it  became 
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opalescent,  then  glowing,  and  he  knew  that 
the  sun  had  risen  over  the  sea. 

Half  frantic  with  horror,  a  sudden  resolve 
came  upon  him.  There  was  so  strong  a  light 
now  in  the  cavern  that  he  could  dimly  see  the 
object  which  had  caused  him  so  much  dread, 
an  object  which  he  had  touched  when  be  first 
waded  in,  and  imagined  to  be  a  seal. 

Trembling  with  excitement,  he  crept  down 
to  the  water's  edge,  waded  in  to  his  knees, 
and  in  haste,  forcing  himself  now  to  act,  be 
drew  from  where  it  lay  entangled  among  the 
rocks  the  body  of  a  drowned  man,  the  remains 
of  one  of  the  brave  fellows  who  had  been  lost 
at  the  wreck  of  Van  Heldre's  vessel.  The 
body  was  but  slightly  wedged  in,  just  as  it 
had  been  floated  in  by  a  higher  tide  than 
usual,  and  left  on  the  far  side  of  some  pieces 
of  rock  when  the  water  fell,  but  had  not  since 
risen  high  enough  to  float  it  out. 

The  horrifying  object  yielded  easily  enough 
as  he  drew  it  away  along  the  surface,  and  he 
was  about  to  wade  and  swim  with  it  to  the 
mouth,  when  he  stopped  short,  for  a  sudden 
thought  occurred  to  him. 

It  was  a  horrible  thought,  but  in  his  excite- 
ment he  did  not  think  of  that,  for  in  the  dim 
light  he  could  see  enough  to  show  him  that  it 
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was  the  body  of  a  young  man  of  about  his 
own  physique,  still  clothed  and  wearing  a 
rough  pea-jacket. 

Disguise — a  means  of  evading  justice — the 
opportunity  for  commencing  anew  and  existing 
till  his  crime  had  been  forgotten,  and  then 
some  day  making  himself  known  to  those  who 
thought  him  dead. 

"  They  think  me  dead  now,"  he  muttered, 
excitedly.     "  They  must.     They  shall." 

Without  pausing  for  further  thought,  and 
without  feeling  now  the  loathsome  nature  of 
the  task,  he  quickly  stripped  the  pea-jacket 
and  rough  vest  from  the  dead  form,  and 
trembling  with  excitement  now  in  place  of 
fear,  tore  off  his  own  upper  garments,  pausing 
for  a  few  moments  to  take  out  pocket-book  and 
case  and  cigars,  but  only  to  empty  out  the 
latter,  thrust  the  book  and  case  back,  and  at 
the  end  of  a  few  minutes  he  was  standing  in 
shirt  and  trousers,  the  rough  jacket  and  vest 
lying  on  the  sands,  and  the  form  of  the 
drowned  sailor  tightly  buttoned  in  the  dry 
garments  just  put  on. 

Harry  stood  trembling  for  a  few  minutes, 
shrinking  from  achieving  his  task.  Then  with 
the  full  knowledge  that  the  body  if  borne  out 
of  the  cave  would  be  swept  here  and  there  by 
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the  current,  perhaps  for  days,  and  finally  cast 
ashore  not  many  miles  away,  he  softly  waded 
into  the  water,  drew  the  waif  of  the  sea  along 
after  him,  right  away  to  the  mouth  of  the 
cave,  where  he  cautiously  peered  out,  and 
made  well  sure  that  no  fishermen  were  in  sight 
before  swimming  with  his  ghastly  burden  along 
the  zigzag  channel,  out  beyond  the  rocks, 
where,  after  a  final  thrust,  he  saw  the  current 
bear  it  slowly  away  before  he  returned  shudder- 
ing into  the  cave,  and  then  landed  on  the  dry 
sand  to  crawl  up  and  crouch  there. 

"  They  think  me  dead,"  he  said  in  a  husky 
whisper ;  "let  them  find  that,  and  be  sure." 

He  was  silent  for  a  time,  and  then  as  the 
thoughts  of  the  past  flooded  his  soul,  he  burst 
into  a  wild  fit  of  sobbing. 

"  Home — sister — Madelaine,"  he  moaned, 
"  gone,  gone  for  ever !  Better  that  I  had 
died  ;  better  that  I  was  dead  !  " 

But  the  horror  was  no  longer  there,  and  in 
a  short  time  he  roused  up  from  his  prostrate 
condition  half  wild  and  faint  with  hunger. 

After  a  few  minutes'  search  he  found  a 
couple  of  his  cigars  lying  where  he  had  thrown 
them  on  the  sand,  and  lighting  one,  he  tried 
to  dull  the  agony  of  famine  by  smoking  hard. 

The  effect  was  little,  and  he  rose  from  where 
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he  was  seated  and  began  to  feel  about  the 
shelves  of  the  rock  for  limpets,  a  few  of  which 
he  scraped  from  their  conical  shells  and  ate 
with  disgust:  but  they  did  something  towards 
alleviating  his  hunger,  and  seemed  to  drive 
away  the  strange,  half-delirious  feeling  which 
came  over  him  from  time  to  time,  making 
him  look  wildly  round  and  wonder  whether 
this  was  all  some  dreadful  dream. 

About  mid-day  he  heard  voices  and  the 
beating  of  oars,  when,  wading  towards  the 
opening,  he  stood  listening,  and  was  not  long 
in  convincing  himself  that  the  party  was  in 
search  of  him,  while  a  word  or  two  that  he 
heard  spoken  made  him  think  that  the  party 
must  have  picked  up  the  body  of  the  drowned 
sailor. 

The  voices  and  the  sound  of  the  oars  died 
away,  and  in  the  midst  of  the  deep  silence  he 
crept  nearer  and  peered  out  to  be  aware  that 
a  couple  of  boats  were  passing  about  a  quarter 
of  a  mile  out,  while  from  their  hailing  some 
one,  it  seemed  that  a  third  boat,  invisible  to 
the  fugitive,  was  coming  along  nearer  in. 

He  crept  back  into  the  semi- darkness  and 
listened  with  his  ear  close  to  the  water  till, 
after  a  time,  as  he  began  to  conclude  that 
this  last  boat  must  have  gone  back,  and  he 
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wondered  ag;ain  and  a^ain  whether  the  drifting 
body  had  been  found,  he  heard  voices  once 
more,  every  word  coming  now  with  marvellous 
clearness. 

"  No,  sir,  only  a  bit  of  a  crevice." 

"  Does  it  go  far  in  \  " 

"  Far  in,  Mr.  Leslie,  sir  ?  Oh,  no.  Should 
waste  time  by  going  up  there.  You  can  see 
right  up  to  the  mouth,  and  there's  nothing." 

"  But  the  current  sets  in  there." 

"  Yes,  sir,  and  comes  out  round  that  big 
rock  yonder.  Deal  more  likely  place  for  him 
to  ha'  been  washed  up  farther  on." 

"  Leslie,  and  in  search  of  me,"  said  Harry 
to  himself  as  the  boat  passed  by.  "  Yes ; 
they  do  believe  I'm  dead." 

That  day  dragged  wearily  on  with  the  occu- 
pant of  the  cave,  tossed  by  indecision  from 
side  to  side  till  the  shadow  began  to  deepen, 
when,  unable  to  bear  his  sufferings  longer,  he 
crept  out  of  the  opening  with  the  full  intent 
of  climbing  the  cliff,  and  throwing  himself  on 
the  mercy  of  one  of  the  cottagers,  if  he  could 
find  no  other  means  of  getting  food. 

The  tide  was  low,  and  he  was  standing 
hesitating  as  to  which  way  to  go,  when  he 
turned  cold  with  horror,  for  all  at  once  he 
became  aware  of  the  fact  that  not  fifty  yards 
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away  there  was  a  figure  stooping  clown  with 
a  hand  resting  on  the  rock,  peering  into  an 
opening  as  if  in  search  of  him. 

His  first  instinct  was  to  dart  back  into  the 
cavern,  but  in  the  dread  that  the  slightest 
movement  or  sound  would  attract  attention, 
he  remained  fixed  to  the  spot,  while  the  figure 
waded  knee-deep  to  another  place,  and  seemed 
to  be  searching  there,  for  an  arm  was  plunged 
deeply  into  the  water,  a  rope  raised,  and  after 
a  good  deal  of  hauling,  a  dripping  basket  was 
drawn  out  and  a  door  opened  at  the  side,  and 
flapping  its  tail  loudly,  a  good-sized  lobster 
was  brought  out  and  deposited  in  the  basket 
the  figure  bore  upon  her  back. 

"  Mother  Perrow  !  "  exclaimed  Harry  beneath 
his  breath,  and  then  an  excited  mental  debate 
took  place.  Dare  he  trust  her,  or  would  she 
betray  him  ? 

Fear  was  mastering  famine,  when  Poll 
Perrow,  after  rebaiting  her  lobster  pot,  was 
about  to  throw  it  back  into  deep  water,  but 
dropped  it  with  a  splash,  and  stood  staring 
hard  at  the  shivering  man. 

"  Master  Hany ! "  she  exclaimed,  and, 
basket  on  back,  she  came  through  water  and 
over  rock  toward  him  with  wonderful  agility 
for  a   woman   of  her  age.     "  Why,  my  dear 
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lad,"  she  cried,  in  a  voice  full  of  sympathy, 
"  is  it  you  ?  " 

"Yes,  Poll,"  he  said  tremulously,  "it is  I." 

"And  here  have  I  been  trying  to  find  you 
among  the  rocks  while  I  looked  at  my  crab 
pots.  For  I  said  to  myself,  '  If  Master  Harry's 
washed  up  anywhere  along  the  coast,  there's 
nobody  more  like  to  find  him  than  me.'  And 
you're  not  dead  after  all." 

"  No,  Poll  Perrow,"  he  said  agitatedly,  "  I'm 
not  dead." 

"  Come  on  back  home,"  she  cried.  "  I  am 
glad  I  found  you.  Master  Vine  and  Miss 
Louise,  oh,  they  will  be  glad ! " 

"  Hush,  woman  !  "  he  gasped,  "  not  a  word. 
No  one  must  know  you  have  seen  me." 

"  Lor',  and  I  forgot  all  about  that,"  she  said 
in  a  whisper.  "  More  I  mustn't.  There's  the 
police  and  Master  Leslie  and  everybody  been 
out  in  boats  trying  to  find  you  washed  up, 
you  know." 

"And  now  you've  found  me,  and  will  go 
and  get  the  reward,"  he  said  bitterly. 

"  I  don't  know  nothing  about  no  reward," 
said  the  woman,  staring  hard  at  him.  "Why, 
where's  your  jacket  and  weskut  ?  Aren't  you 
cold ! " 

"  Cold  ?     I'm  starving,"  he  cried. 
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"  You  look  it.  Here,  what  shall  I  do  ?  Go 
and  get  yon  something  to  eat  ?  " 

"Yes — no!"  he  cried  bitterly.  •'You'll  go 
and  tell  the  police." 

"'  Well,  I  am  ashamed  o'  you,  Master  Harry, 
that  I  am." 

"  But  it  was  all  a  misfortune,  Poll  Perrow, 
an  accident.  I  am  not  guilty.  I'm  not 
indeed." 

"  I  warn't  talking  about  that,"  said  the 
woman  surlily,  "  but  'bout  you  saying  I 
should  tell  the  police.     It's  likely,  arn't  it  ? " 

"  Then  you  will  not  tell — you  will  not 
betray  me  ? " 

"  Yah  !  are  it  likely,  Master  Harry  ?  Did 
I  tell  the  pleece  'bout  Mark  Xackley  when  he 
was  in  trouble  over  the  sniuowlino;  and  hid 
away  ! " 

"  But  I  am  innocent ;  I  am  indeed." 

"  All  right,  my  lad,  all  right,  Master  Harry. 
If  you  says  so,  that's  'nough  for  me.  Here, 
I'll  go  and  tell  Master  Vine  I've  found  you." 

'"'  No,  no  ;  he  thinks  I'm  dead." 
••'Well,  everybody  does;  and  I  said  it  was 
a  pity  such  a  nice,  handsome  young  lad  should 
be  drowned  like  that.     I  told  my  Liza  so." 

'•'  My  father  must  not  know." 

"  Miss  Louie,  then  ?  " 

VOL.  III.  D 
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"  No,  no.  You  must  keep  it  a  secret  from 
everybody,  unless  you  want  to  see  me  put  in 
prison." 

"  Now  is  that  likely,  my  lad  ?     Here,  I've 

got  it.     I'll  go  and  tell  Master  Luke  Vine." 

"  Worst  of  all.     No  ;  not  a  word  to  a  soul." 

"  All  right,  Master  Harry ;  I  can  keep  my 

mouth  shut  when  I  try.     But  what  are  you 

going  to  do  ?  " 

"  I  don't  know  yet.     I'm  hiding  yonder." 
"  What !  in  the  little  seal  zorn  ?  " 
"Yes.     Don't  betray  me,  woman,  pray!  " 
"Betray  you,  Master  Harry?      You  know 
I  won't." 

"You  will  not  tell  a  soul?" 
"  You  tell  me  not  to  tell  nobody,  and  I 
won't  say  a  word  even  to  my  Liza.  But 
they're  seeking  for  you  everywhere — dead. 
Oh !  my  dear  lad,  shake  hands.  I  am  glad 
you  warn't  drowned." 

The  warm  grasp  of  the  rough  woman's 
coarse  hand  and  the  genuine  sympathy  in 
her  eyes  were  too  mfach  for  Harry  Vine. 
Weak  from  mental  trouble — more  weak  from 
hunger  —  manhood,  self  -  respect,  everything 
passed  from  him  as  he  sank  upon  one  of  the 
hard  pieces  of  weedy  rock  ;  and  as  the  woman 
bent  over  him  and  laid  her  hands  upon  his 


THE    HORROR    IN    THE    ZORN.  35 

shoulder,  he  flung  his  arms  about  her,  let  his 
head  sink  upon  her  breast,  and  cried  like  a 
child. 

"  Why,  my  poor,  poor  boy ! "  she  said 
tenderly,  with  her  hard  wooden  stay  busk 
creaking  in  front,  and  her  maund  basket  creak- 
ing behind,  "  don't — don't  cry  like  that,  or — 
or — or — there,  I  knew  I  should,"  she  sobbed, 
as  her  tears  came  fast,  and  her  voice  sounded 
broken  and  hoarse.  "There,  what  an  old 
fool  I  am  !  Now,  look  here ;  you  want  to 
hide  for  a  bit,  just  as  if  it  wTas  brandy,  or  a 
bit  o'  lace." 

"Yes,  Poll;  yes." 

'•  Then  wait  till  it's  dark,  and  then  come  on 
to  my  cottage." 

"  No,  no,"  he  groaned  ;  "  I  dare  not." 

"  And  you  that  cold  and  hungry  ?  " 

"  I've  tasted  nothing  but  the  limpets  since 
that  night." 

"  Limpets  ! "  she  cried,  with  a  tone  of  con- 
tempt in  her  voice,  "why,  they  ain't  even 
good  for  bait.  And  there  are  no  mussels 
here.  Look  here,  my  dear  lad,  I've  got  a 
lobster.  No,  no ;  it's  raw.  Look  here ;  you 
go  back  to  where  you  hide,  and  I'll  go  and 
get  you  something  to  eat,  and  be  back  as  soon 
as  I  can." 

D  2 
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"  You  will  ?  "  he  said  pitifully. 

"  Course  I  will." 

"  And  you'll  keep  my  secret  ?  " 

"Now  don't  you  say  that  again,  my  lad, 
because  it  aggravates  me.  There,  you  go 
back  and  wait,  and  if  I  don't  come  again  this 
side  of  ten  o'clock,  Poll  Perrow's  dead  !  " 

She  bent  down,  kissed  his  cold  forehead, 
and  hurried  back  among  the  rocks,  splashing 
and  climbing,  till  he  saw  her  begin  to  ascend 
the  narrow  rift  in  the  cliff;  and  in  a  few 
minutes  the  square  basket,  which  looked  like 
some  strange  crustacean  of  monstrous  size 
creeping  out  of  the  sea  and  up  the  rocks,  dis- 
appeared in  the  gathering  gloom ;  and  Harry 
Vine,  half  delirious  from  hunger,  crept  slowly 
back  into  the  ca^e,  half  wondering  whether  it 
was  not  all  a  dream. 


CHAPTER   IV. 

THE    FRIEND    IX    ADVERSITY. 

It  was  a  dream  from  which  he  was  aroused 
three  hours  later — a  wild  dream  of  a  banquet 
served  in  barbaric  splendour,  but  whose 
viands  seemed  to  be  snatched  from  his  grasp 
each  time  he  tried  to  satisfy  the  pangs  which 
seemed  to  gnaw  him  within.  He  had  fallen 
into  a  deep  sleep,  in  which  he  had  remained 
conscious  of  his  hunger,  though  in  perfect 
ignorance  of  what  had  taken  place  around. 

His  first  thought  was  of  capture,  for  his 
head  was  clear  now,  and  he  saw  a  rough 
hand  as  he  gazed  up  wildly  at  a  dim  horn 
lantern. 

The  dread  was  but  momentary,  for  a  rough 
voice  full  of  sympathy  said — 

11  There,  that's  right.  Sit  up,  my  dear,  and 
keep  the  blankets  round  you.  They're  only 
wet  at  one  corner.  I  did  that  bringing  them 
in.     There,  drink  that  !  " 
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He  snatched  at  the  bottle  held  to  him,  and 
drank  with  avidity  till  it  was  drawn  away. 

"That'll  put  some  life  into  you,  my  dear; 
it's  milk,  and  brandy  too.  Now  eat  that. 
It's  only  bread  and  hake,  but  it  was  all  I 
could  manage  now.  To-morrow  I'll  bring 
you  something  better,  or  I'll  know  the  reason 
why." 

Grilled  fish  still  warm,  and  pleasant  home- 
made bread.  It  was  a  feast  to  the  starving 
man ;  and  he  sat  there  with  a  couple  of 
blankets  sending  warmth  into  his  chilled 
limbs,  while  the  old  fishwoman  sat  and  talked 
after  she  had  placed  the  lantern  upon  the 
sand. 

"  Let  them  go  on  thinking  so,"  said  Harry 
at  last.  "  Better  that  I  should  be  dead  to 
every  one  I  know." 

"Now,  Master  Harry,  don't  you  talk  like 
that.  You  don't  know  what  may  happen 
next.  You're  talking  in  the  dark  now.  When 
you  wake  up  in  the  sunshine  to-morrow 
morning  you'll  think  quite  different  to  this." 

"  No,"  he  said,  "  I  must  go  right  away  ;  but 
I  shall  stay  in  hiding  here  for  a  few  days  first. 
Will  you  bring  me  a  little  food  from  time  to 
time,  unknown  to  any  one  ?  " 

"  Why  of  course  I  will,  dear  lad.     But  why 
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don't  you  put  on  your  pea-jacket  and  weskit  ? 
They  is  dry  now." 

Harry  shuddered  as  he  glanced  at  the  rough 
garments  the  woman  was  turning  over. 

"  Throw  them  here  on  the  dry  sand,"  he 
said  hastily.     "  I  don't  want  them  now." 

"There  you  are,  then,  dear  lad,"  said  the 
old  woman,  spreading  out  the  drowned  man's 
clothes ;  "  p'raps  they  are  a  bit  damp  yet. 
And  now  I  must  go.  There's  what's  left  in 
the  bottle,  and  there's  a  fried  mackerel  and 
the  rest  of  the  loaf.  That'll  keep  you  from 
starving,  and  to-morrow  night  I'll  see  if  I 
can't  bring  you  something  better." 

"And  you'll  be  true  to  me  ? " 

"  Don't  you  be  afraid  of  that,"  said  the  old 
woman  quietly,  as  Harry  clasped  her  arm. 

"  Why,  you  are  quite  wet,"  he  said. 

"  Wet !  Well,  if  you'll  tell  me  how  to  get 
in  there  with  the  tide  pretty  high  and  not 
be  wet  I  should  like  to  know  it.  Why,  I 
had  hard  work  to  keep  the  basket  out  of  the 
water,  and  one  corner  did  go  in." 

"  And  you'll  have  to  wade  out,"  said  Harry 
thoughtfully. 

"  Well,  what  of  that  ?  How  many  times 
have  I  done  the  same  to  get  alongside  of  a 
lugger  after  fish  ?     Drop  o'  salt  water  won't 
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hurt  me,  Master  Harry ;  I'm  too  well  tanned 
for  that." 

"  I  seem  to  cause  trouble  and  pain  to  all  I 
know,"  he  said  mournfully. 

"  What's  a  drop  o'  water  ? "  said  the  old 
woman  with  a  laugh.  "  Here,  you  keep  that 
lantern  up  in  the  corner,  so  as  nobody  sees 
the  light.  There's  another  candle  there,  and 
a  box  o'  matches  ;  and  now  I'm  going.  Good- 
bye, dear  lad." 

"  Good-bye,"  he  said,  with  a  shudder ;  "  I 
trust  you,  mind." 

"  Trust  me !  Why,  of  course  you  do. 
Good-night." 

"  One  moment,"  said  Harry.  "  What  is 
the  time?" 

"  Lor,  how  particular  people  are  about  the 
time  when  they've  got  naught  to  do.  Getting 
on  for  twelve,  I  should  say.  There,  good- 
night.    Don't  you  come  and  get  wet  too." 

She  stepped  boldly  into  the  water,  and 
wacled  on  with  the  depth  increasing  till  it 
was  up  to  her  shoulders,  and  then  Harry  Vine 
watched  her  till  she  disappeared,  and  the 
yellow  light  of  the  lantern  shone  on  the  softly 
heaving  surface,  glittering  with  bubbles,  which 
broke  and  flashed.  Then,  by  degrees,  the 
rushing  sound  made  by  the  water  died  out, 
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and  the  lit-up  place  seemed  more  terrible  than 
the  darkness  of  the  nights  before. 

The  time  glided  on ;  now  it  was  day,  now 
it  was  night ;  but  day  or  night,  that  time 
seemed  to  Harry  Vine  one  long  and  terrible 
punishment.  He  heard  the  voices  of  searchers 
in  boats  and  along  the  cliffs  overhead,  and 
sat  trembling  with  dread  lest  he  should  be 
discovered ;  and  with  but  one  thought  press- 
ing ever — that  as  soon  as  Poll  Perrow  could 
tell  him  that  the  heat  of  the  search  was  over, 
he  must  escape  to  France,  not  in  search  of  the 
family  estates,  but  to  live  in  hiding,  an  exile, 
till  he  could  purge  his  crime. 

After  a  while  he  got  over  the  terrible 
repugnance,  and  put  on  the  rough  pea-jacket 
and  vest  which  had  lain  upon  a  dry  piece  of 
the  rock,  for  the  place  was  chilly,  and  in  his 
inert  state  he  was  glad  of  the  warmth  ;  while 
as  the  clays  slowly  crept  by,  his  sole  change 
was  the  coming  of  the  old  flshwoman  with 
her  basket  punctually,  almost  to  the  moment, 
night  bv  nio'ht. 

He  asked  her  no  questions  as  to  where  she 
obtained  the  provender  she  brought  for  him, 
but  took  everything  mechanically,  and  in  a 
listless  fashion,  never  even  wondering  how 
she  could  find  him  in  delicacies  as  well  as  in 
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freshly-cooked  fish  and  home-made  bread. 
Wine  and  brandy  he  had,  too,  as  much  as  he 
wished ;  and  when  there  was  none  for  him, 
it  was  Poll  Perrow  who  bemoaned  the  absence, 
not  he. 

"  Poor  boy  !  "  she  said  to  herself,  "  he  wants 
it  all  badly  enough,  and  he  shall  have  what  he 
wants  somehow,  and  if  my  Liza  don't  be  a  bit 
more  lib'ral,  I'll  go  and  help  myself.  It  won't 
be  stealing." 

Several  times  over  she  had  so  much  diffi- 
culty in  obtaining  supplies  that  she  deter- 
mined to  try  Madelaine  and  the  Yan  Heldres ; 
but  her  success  was  not  great. 

"  If  he'd  only  let  me  tell  'em,"  she  said,  "  it 
would  be  as  easy  as  easy."  But  at  the  first 
hint  of  taking  any  one  into  their  confidence, 
Harry  broke  out  so  fiercely  in  opposition  that 
the  old  woman  said  no  more. 

"  No,"  he  said  ;  "  I'm  dead — they  believe 
I'm  dead.  Let  them  think  so  still.  Some  day 
I  may  go  to  them  and  tell  them  the  truth,  but 
now  let  them  think  I'm  dead." 

"  Which  they  do  now,"  said  the  old  woman. 

"  What  do  you  mean  ?  " 

She  hesitated  to  tell  him  what  had  taken 
place,  but  he  pressed  her  fiercely,  and  at  last 
he  sat  trembling  with  horror  and  with  great 
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drops  bedewing  his  brow  as  she  told  him  of 
the  rinding  of  the  body  and  what  had  followed. 

It  was  only  what  he  had  planned  and  looked 
for,  but  the  fruition  seemed  too  horrible  to 
bear,  and  at  last  a  piteous  groan  escaped  from 
his  breast. 

That  night,  after  the  old  woman  had  gone, 
the  food  she  had  obtained  from  his  old  home 
remained  untouched,  and  he  lay  there  upon 
the  sand  listening  to  the  sighing  wind  and  tke 
moaning  and  working  of  the  waves,  picturing 
the  whole  scene  vividly — the  rinding  of  the 
body,  the  inquest,  and  the  funeral. 

"Yes,"  he  groaned  again  and  again,  "I  am 
dead.  I  pray  God  that  I  may  escape  now, 
forgotten  and  alone,  to  begin  a  new  life." 

He  pressed  his  clasped  hands  to  his  rugged 
brow,  and  thought  over  his  wasted  oppor- 
tunities, the  rejected  happiness  of  his  past 
youth,  and  there  were  moments  when  he  was 
ready  to  curse  the  weak  old  woman  who  had 
encourao-ed  him  in  the  chimerical  notions  of 

o 

wealth  and  title.     But  all  that  passed  off. 

"  I  ought  to  have  known  better/'  he  said 
bitterly.  "  Poor,  weak  old  piece  of  vanity  ! 
Poor  Louise  !  My  sweet,  true  sister  !  Father  !  " 
he  groaned,  "  my  indulgent,  patient  father  ! 
Poor  old  honest,  manly  Van  Helclre  !     Made- 
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laine !  my  lost  love  ! "  And  then,  rising  to 
his  knees  for  the  first  time  since  his  taking 
refuge  in  the  cave,  he  bowed  himself  down  in 
body  and  spirit  in  a  genuine  heartfelt  prayer 
of  repentance,  and  for  the  forgiveness  of  his 
sin. 

One  long,  long  communing  in  the  gloom  of 
that  solemn  place  with  his  God.  The  hours 
glided  on,  and  he  still  prayed,  not  in  mere 
words,  but  in  thought,  in  deep  agony  of  spirit, 
for  help  and  guidance  in  the  future,  and  that 
he  might  live,  and  years  hence  return  to  those 
who  had  loved  him  and  loved  his  memory, 
another  man. 

The  soft,  pearly  light  of  the  dawn  was 
stealing  in  through  the  narrow  opening,  and 
the  faint  querulous  cry  of  a  gull  fell  upon  his 
ear,  and  seemed  to  arouse  him  to  the  know- 
ledge  that  it  was  once  more  day — a  clay  he 
spent  in  thinking  out  what  he  should  do. 

Time  glided  slowly  on,  and  a  hundred  plans 
had  been  conceived  and  rejected.  Poll  Perrow 
came  and  went,  never  once  complaining  of  the 
difficulties  she  experienced  in  supplying  him 
and  herself,  and  daily  did  her  best  to  supply 
him  with  everything  but  money.  That  was 
beyond  her. 

And  that  was  the  real  necessary  now.     He 
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roust  have  money  to  enable  him  to  reach 
London,  and  then  France.  So  long  a  time 
had  elapsed,  and  there  had  been  so  terrible  a 
finale  to  the  episode,  that  he  knew  he  might 
endeavour  to  escape  unchallenged ;  and  at 
last,  after  a  long  hesitancy  and  shrinking,  and 
after  feeling  that  there  was  only  one  to  whom 
he  could  go  and  confide  in,  and  who  would 
furnish  him  with  help,  he  finally  made  up  his 
mind. 

It  was  a  long  process,  a  constant  fight  of 
many  hours  of  a  spirit  weakened  by  suffering, 
till  it  was  swayed  by  every  coward  dread 
which  arose.  He  tried  to  start  a  dozen  times, 
but  the  heavier  beat  of  a  wave,  the  fall  of  a 
stone  from  the  cliff,  the  splash  made  by  a  fish, 
was  sufficient  to  send  him  shivering  back  : 
but  at  last  he  strung  himself  up  to  the  effort, 
feeling  that  if  he  delayed  longer  he  would 
grow  worse,  and  that  night  poor  old  Poll 
Perrow  reached  the  hiding-place  after  endless 
difficulties,  to  sit  down  broken-hearted  and 
ready  to  sob  wildly,  as  she  felt  that  she  must 
have  been  watched,  and  that  in  spite  of  all  her 
care  and  secrecy  her  "  poor  boy "  had  been 
taken  away. 


CHAPTER  V. 

BROTHER LOVER. 

Trembling,  her  eyes  dilated  with  horror, 
Louise  Vine  stood  watching  the  dimly  seen 
pleading  face  for  some  moments  before  her 
ips  could  form  words,  and  her  reason  tell  her 
that  it  was  rank  folly  and  superstition  to  stand 
trembling  there. 

"  Harry  !  "  she  whispered,  "  alone  ?  yes.". 

"  Hah  !  "  he  ejaculated,  and  thrusting  in  his 
hands  he  climbed  into  the  room. 

Louise  gazed  wildly  at  the  rough-looking 
figure  in  sea-stained  old  pea-jacket  and  dam- 
aged cap,  hair  unkempt,  and  a  hollow  look 
in  eye  and  cheek  that,  joined  with  the  ghastly 
colourless  skin,  was  quite  enough  to  foster  the 
idea  that  this  was  one  risen  from  the  grave. 

"  Don't  be  scared,"  he  said  harshly,  "  I'm 
not  dead  after  all." 

"  Harry  !  my  darling  brother." 

That  was  all  in  words,  but  with  a  low, 
moaning  cry  Louise  had  thrown  her  soft  arms 
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about  his  neck  and  covered  his  damp  cold  face 
with  her  kisses,  while  the  tears  streamed  down 
her  cheeks. 

"  Then  there  is  some  one  left  to My 

darling  sis ! "  He  began  in  a  half-cynical 
way,  but  the  genuine  embrace  was  contagious, 
and  clasping  her  to  his  breast,  he  had  to  fight 
hard  to  keep  back  his  own  tears  and  sobs  as 
he  returned  her  kisses. 

Then  the  fugitive's  dread  of  the  law  and  of 
discovery  reasserted  itself,  and  pushing  her 
back,  he  said  quickly — ■ 

"  Where  is  father  %  " 

"  At  Mr.  Van  Heldre's.     Let  me " 

"  Hush  !  answer  my  questions.  "Where  is 
Aunt  Marguerite  ? " 

"  Gone  to  bed,  dear." 

"And  the  servants?" 

"  In  the  kitchen.  They  will  not  come 
without  I  ring.  But,  Harry — brother — we 
thought  you  dead — we  thought  you  dead." 

"  Hush  !  Louie,  for  Heaven's  sake  !  You'll 
ruin  me,"  he  whispered,  as  she  burst  into  a  fit 
of  uncontrollable  sobbing,  so  violent  at  times 
that  he  grew  alarmed. 

"  We  thought  you  dead — we  thought  you 
dead." 

It  was  all   she  could  say  as  she  clung  to 
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him,  and  looked  wildly  from  door  to  window 
and  back. 

"  Louie  !  "  he  whispered  at  last  passionately, 
"  I  must  escape.  Be  quiet,  or  you  will  be 
heard." 

By  a  tremendous  effort  she  mastered  her 
emotion,  and  tightening  her  grasp  upon  him, 
she  set  her  teeth  hard,  compressed  her  lips,  and 
stood  with  contracted  brow  gazing  in  his  eyes. 

"  Now  !  "  he  said,  "  can  you  listen  ?  " 

She  nodded  her  head,  and  her  wild  eyes 
seemed  so  questioning,  that  he  said  quickly — 

"  I  can't  tell  you  much.  You  know  I  can 
swim  well." 

She  nodded  silently. 

"  Well,  I  rose  after  my  dive  and  let  the 
current  carry  me  away  till  I  swam  ashore 
three  miles  away,  and  I've  been  in  hiding  in 
one  of  the  zorns." 

"  Oh,  my  brother  !  "  she  answered. 

66  Waiting  till  it  was  safe  to  come  out." 

"  But,  Harry  !  "  she  paused  ;  "  we  —  my 
father — we  all  believed  you  dead.  How  could 
you  be  so " 

She  stopped. 

"Cruel?"  he  said  firmly.  "Wouldn't  it 
have  been  more  cruel  to  be  dragged  off  to 
prison  and  disgrace  you  more  ? " 
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But- 


"  Hush  !  I  tell  you  I  have  been  in  hiding. 
They  think  me  dead  ?  " 

"  Yes  ;  they  found  you " 

"  Hush,  I  tell  you.  I  have  no  time  to 
explain.     Let  them  go  on  thinking  me  dead." 

"  But,  Harry!  "  she  cried;  "  my  poor  broken- 
hearted father — Madelaine." 

"  Hold  your  tongue  !  "  he  said  in  a  broken 
voice,  "unless  you  want  to  drive  me  mad." 

He  paused,  for  his  face  was  working ;  but 
at  last  with  a  stamp  he  controlled  his  emotion. 

"  Look  here,"  he  said  hoarsely.  "  I  had  no 
one  to  come  to  but  you.  Will  you  help 
me  ?  " 

"  Harry  !  "  she  whispered  reproachfully,  as 
she  clung  to  him  more  firmly. 

"  Hah  !  that's  better,"  he  said.  "Now  don't 
talk,  only  listen.  But  are  you  sure  that  we 
shall  not  be  overheard  ?  " 

"  Quite,  dear  ;  we  are  alone." 

"  Then  listen.  I  have  thought  all  this  out. 
I've  been  a  blackguard  ;  I  did  knock  old  Van 
Heldre  down." 

Louise  moaned. 

"  But  once  more  I  tell  you  I'm  not  a  thief. 
I  did  not  rob  him.  and  I  did  not  go  to  rob 
him.     I  swear  it." 

VOL.   III.  E 
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"  I  believe  you,  Harry,"  she  whispered. 

"  Well,  I'll  tell  you  what  I'm  going  to  do." 

She  nodded  again,  unable  to  speak,  but 
clung  to  him  spasmodically,  for  everything 
seemed  to  swim  round  before  her  eyes. 

"  I  am  penniless.  There,  that  proves  to 
you  I  did  not  rob  poor  old  Van.  I  want 
money — enough  to  escape  over  to  France — 
to  get  to  London  first.  Then  I  shall  change 
my  name.  Don't  be  alarmed,"  he  said  trem- 
blingly, as  he  felt  Louise  start.  "  I  shall  give 
up  the  name  of  Vine,  but  I'm  not  going  to 
call  myself  Des  Vignes,  or  any  of  that  cursed 
folly." 

"  Harry ! " 

"  All  ri^ht,  dear.  It  made  me  mad  to 
think  of  it  all.  I've  come  to  my  senses  now, 
and  I'm  going  over  the  Channel  to  make  a 
fresh  start  and  to  try  and  prove  myself  a  man. 
Some  day  when  I've  done  this  father  shall 
know  that  I  am  alive,  and  perhaps  then  he 
may  take  me  by  the  hand  and  forgive  me." 

"  Harry,  let  me  send  for  him — let  me  tell 
him  now." 

"  No,"  said  the  young  man  sternly. 

"  He  loves  you  !  He  will  forgive  you,  and 
bless  God  for  restoring  you  once  more,  as  I  do, 
my  darling.    Oh,  Harry,  Harry  !    My  brother ! " 
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"  Hush  ! "  he  whispered,  with  his  voice 
trembling  as  he  held  her  to  him  and  stroked 
her  face.     "Hush,  sis,  hush!" 

"  Then  I  may  send  for  him  ?  " 

"  No,  no,  no  !  "  he  cried  fiercely.  "  I  am 
little  better  than  a  convict.  He  must  not,  he 
shall  not  know  I  am  alive." 

"  But,  Harry,  dearest " 

"  Silence  !  "  he  whispered  angrily  ;  "  I  came 
to  you,  my  sister,  for  help.  No,  no,  dear, 
I'm  not  cross  ;  but  you  talk  like  a  woman. 
The  dear  old  dad  would  forgive  me,  God 
bless  him  !  I  know  he  would,  just  as  you 
have,  and  fall  on  my  neck  and  kiss  me  as — 

as — as Ah  !   Lou,   Lou,  Lou,  my  girl," 

he  cried,  fio-htino;  against  his  emotion,  "the 
law  will  not  be  like  your  love.  You  must 
help  me  to  escape,  at  all  events  for  a  time." 

"  And  may  I  tell  him  where  you  are  gone 
— my  father  and  Maddy  ?" 

u  Hush  ! "  he  cried,  in  so  wild  and  strange 
a  voice  that  she  shrank  from  him.  "  Do  you 
want  to  unman  me  when  I  have  planned  my 
future,  and  then  see  me  handcuffed  and  taken 
to  gaol  I  Xo :  Harry  Vine  is  dead.  Some 
day  another  man  will  come  and  ask  the 
forgiveness  he  needs." 

"  Harry  I  " 

E  2 
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"  But  not  this  shivering,  cowardly  cur — a 
man,  a  true  blameless  man,  whom  it  will  take 
years  to  make.  Now,  then,  once  more,  will 
you  help  me,  and  keep  my  secret  ? " 

Louise  was  silent  for  a  few  moments. 

"  Well,  never  mind,  you  must  keep  my 
secret,  for  after  I  am  gone  if  you  said  you 
had  seen  me,  people  would  tell  you  that  you 
were  mad." 

"  I  will  help  you,  Harry,  and  keep  your 
secret,  dear — even,"  she  added  to  herself,  "  if 
it  breaks  my  heart." 

"  That's  right.  We've  wasted  too  much 
time  in  talking  as  it  is,  and " 

"  But,  Harry — Madelaine — she  loves  you." 

He  wrested  himself  from  her  violently,  and 
stood  with  his  hands  pressed  to  his  head.  A 
few  moments  before  he  had  been  firm  and 
determined,  but  the  agonized  thought  of  Made- 
laine and  of  giving  her  up  for  ever  had  ended 
the  fictitious  strength  which  had  enabled  him 
to  go  so  far. 

It  was  the  result  of  his  long  agony  shut 
up  in  that  cave  ;  and  though  he  struggled  hard 
he  could  do  no  more,  but  completely  unnerved, 
trembling  violently,  and  glancing  wildly  from 
time  to  time  at  the  door  and  window,  he 
sank  at  his  sister's  feet  and  clutched  her  knees. 
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"Harry,  Harry!"  she  whispered — she,  the 
stronger  now — "  for  Heaven's  sake  don't  give 
way  like  that." 

"  It's  all  over  now.  I'm  dead  beat ;  I  can 
do  no  more." 

"  Then  let  me  go  to  father ;  let  me  fetch 
him  from  Van  Heldre's." 

"  Yes,"  he  moaned  ;  "and  while  you  are  gone 
I'll  go  down  to  the  end  of  the  point  and  jump 
in.     This  time  I  shall  be  too  weak  to  swim." 

"  Harry,  don't  talk  like  that ! "  she  cried, 
embracing  him,  as  she  saw  with  horror  the 
pitiable,  trembling  state  in  which  he  was. 

"  I  can't  help  it,"  he  whispered  as  he  clung 
to  her  uow  like  a  frightened  child,  and  looked 
wildly  at  the  door.  "  You  don't  know  what 
I've  suffered,  buried  alive  in  that  cave,  and 
expecting  the  sea  to  come  in  and  drown  me. 
It  has  been  one  long  horror." 

"  But,  Harry,  dear,  you  are  safe  now." 

"  Safe  ? "  he  groaned  ;  "  yes,  to  be  taken  by 
the  first  policeman  I  meet,  and  locked  up  in 
gaol." 

"  But,  Harry ! "  she  cried,  his  agitation 
growing  contagious,  "  I  have  promised.  I 
will  help  you  now.  I'll  keep  it  a  secret,  if 
yon  think  it  best,  dear.  Harry,  for  Heaven's 
sake  be  a  man." 
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"  It's  all  over  now,"  he  groaned,  "  so  better 
end  it  all.  I  wish  I  was  dead.  I  wish  I  was 
dead." 

"  But,  Harry,  clear,"  she  whispered,  trembling 
now  as  much  as  he,  "  tell  me  what  to  do." 

"  I  can't  now,"  he  said ;  "  I'm  too  weak  and 
broken.  All  this  has  been  so  maddening  that 
I'm  like  some  poor  wretch  half  killed  by  drink. 
It's  too  late  now." 

"  No,  no,  Harry,  dear.  It  shall  be  our 
secret  then.  Up,  and  be  a  man,  my  brave, 
true  brother,  and  you  shall  go  and  redeem 
yourself.  Yes,  I'll  suffer  it  all  hopefully,  for 
the  future  shall  make  amends,  dear.  You 
shall  go  across  to  France,  and  I  will  study 
my  father's  comfort,  and  pray  nightly  for 
you." 

"  Too  late,"  he  moaned — "  too  late  !  " 

She  looked  at  him  wildly.  The  long  strain 
upon  his  nerves  had  been  too  great,  and  he 
was  white  as  a  sheet,  and  shaking  violently. 

"Harry,  dear,  tell  me  what  to  do." 

"  Let  them  take  me,"  he  said  weakly.  "  It's 
of  no  use." 

"  Hush  !  "  she  said,  full  now  of  a  wild  desire 
to  save  him  from  disgrace  and  to  aid  him  in 
his  efforts  to  redeem  the  past.  "  Let  me  think. 
Yes  :  you  want  money." 
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Full  of  the  recollection  of  his  former  appeal, 
she  took  out  her  keys,  opened  a  drawer,  while 
he  half  knelt,  half  crouched  upon  the  carpet. 
She  had  not  much  there,  and,  whispering  to 
him  to  wait,  she  left  the  room,  locking  him  in, 
and  ran  up  to  her  chamber. 

Harry  started  as  he  heard  the  snap  made 
by  the  lock ;  but  he  subsided  again  in  a 
helpless  state,  and  with  the  disease  that  had 
been  hanging  about  waiting  to  make  its  grand 
attack  gradually  sapping  its  way. 

In  five  minutes  Louise  was  back. 

"  I  have  not  much  money,"  she  whispered 
hastily  ;  ;i  but  here  are  my  watch,  two  chains, 
and  all  the  jewels  I  have,  dear.  They  are 
worth  a  great  deal." 

"  Too  late  !  "  he  moaned  as  he  gazed  up  at 
her  piteously,  and  for  the  moment  he  was 
delirious,  as  a  sudden  flush  of  fever  suffused 
hi-  cheeks. 

"  It  is  not  too  late,"  she  said  firmly.  "  Take 
them.     Now  tell  me  what  next  to  do." 

"  What  next  ?  "  he  said  vacantly. 

"  Yes.  You  must  not  stay  here.  My  father 
may  return  at  any  time.  Brother — Harry — 
shall  I  get  you  some  clothes  ?  " 

"  Xo — no,"  he  said  mournfully.  "  I  shall 
want  no  more  clothes." 
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"  Harry  ! "  she  cried,  taking  his  face  between 
her  hands,  and  drawing  it  round  so  that  the 
light  fell  upon  it ;  "  are  you  ill?  " 

"  111  ?  yes,"  he  said  feebly.  "  I've  felt  it 
before — in  the  wet  cave — fever,  I  suppose. 
Lou,  dear,  is  it  very  hard  to  die  ? " 

"  Oh,  what  shall  I  do  ? "  cried  the  agitated 
girl,  half  frantic  now.  "  Harry,  you  are  not 
very  ill  ? " 

"  Only  sometimes,"  he  said  slowly,  as  he 
looked  round.  "  I  seem  to  lose  my  head  a 
bit,  and  then  something  seems  to  hold  me 
back." 

"  Harry ! " 

"  Yes,"  he  cried,  starting  up  ;  "  who  called  ? 
You,  Louie,  money — give  me  some  money." 

"  I  gave  you  all  I  have,  dear,  and  my 
jewels." 

"Yes,  I  forgot,"  he  said  huskily,  as  in  a 
moment  his  whole  manner  had  changed,  and 
with  feverish  energy  he  felt  for  the  trinkets 
she  had  given  him. 

"  You  are  ill,  dear,"  she  whispered  tenderly. 
"  Would  it  not  be  better  to  let  me  fetch  our 
father  ? " 

"  Fd  sooner  die,"  he  cried,  catching  her 
wrist.  "  No.  He  shall  not  know.  There,  I 
can  see  clearly  now.     That  horrible  weakness 
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is  always  taking-  me  now,  and  when  it's  on  I 
feel  as  if  I  should  kill  myself." 

"  Harry  !  " 

"  Hush  !  I  know  now.  We  must  go  before 
he  comes  back." 

"  We  ?  "  she  said  aghast. 

"  Yes,  we.  I'm  not  fit  to  be  alone.  You 
must  come  with  me,  Lou,  and  help  me.  If  I 
go  alone  I  shall  go  mad." 

"  Oh,  Harry  !  my  darling  brother." 

"  Yes,"  he  cried  in  a  hoarse  whisper ;  "  I 
know  I  shall.  It's  too  horrible  to  live  alone, 
as  I've  been  living.  You  must  come  with  me 
and  save  me — from  myself — from  everybody. 
Why  do  you  look  at  me  like  that  ?  " 

He  caught  her  by  the  shoulder,  and  glared 
at  her  with  a  long,  fierce  stare. 

"  I — I  could  not  leave  home,  Harry,"  she 
said  faintly. 

"  You  must,  you  shall,"  he  cried,  "  unless 
you  want  me  to  really  die." 

"  But  my  father,  dear  ?  " 

"  Quick  !  write  !  "  he  said  with  the  feverish 
energy  which  frightened  her ;  and  dragging 
open  the  blotter  on  a  side  table,  he  pointed 
to  a  chair. 

"  He  is  mad — he  is  mad,"  she  wailed  to 
herself,  as,  in  obedience  to  a  will  far  stronger 


58  OF   HIGH   DESCENT. 

at  that  moment  than  her  own,  she  sat  down 
and  took  up  pen  and  paper. 

"  Write,"  he  said  hoarsely. 

"  Write,  Harry  ? " 

"  Yes,  quick  ! " 

In  a  horror  of  dread  as  she  read  her 
brother's  wild  looks,  and  took  in  his  feverish 
semi-delirium,  lest  he  should  carry  out  a 
threat  which  chilled  her,  she  dipped  her  pen 
and  waited  as,  after  an  evident  struggle  with 
a  clouding  intellect,  Harry  said  quickly — 

"  Dear  father,  I  am  forced  by  circumstances 
to  leave  home.  Do  not  grieve  for  me,  I  am 
well  and  happy ;  and  no  matter  what  you 
hear,  do  not  attempt  to  follow  me.  If  you  do 
you  will  bring  sorrow  upon  yourself,  and  ruin 
upon  one  I  love.  Good-bye  ;  some  day  all 
will  be  cleared  up.  Till  then,  your  loving 
daughter,  Louise." 

"Harry!"  she  sobbed,  as  she  laid  down 
the  pen,  and  gazed  at  the  tear-blurred  paper. 
"  You  cannot  mean  this.  I  dare  not — I  could 
not  go." 

"  Very  well,"  he  said  coldly.  "  I  told  you 
it  was  too  late.     It  does  not  matter  now." 

"  Oh,"  she  panted,  "you  are  not  reasonable. 
I  have  given  you  money.  Go  as  you  said  and 
hide  somewhere.     You  are  weak  and  ill  now." 
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c;  Yes,"  he  said,  in  a  voice  which  wrung  her 
heart.      "I  am  weak  and  ill  now." 

'•'A  little  rest,  dear,  and  the  knowledge  that 
you  have  the  means  of  escaping  will  make  you 
more  calm." 

He  looked  at  her  with  his  eyes  so  full  of 
wild  anger  that  she  half  shrank  from  him,  but 
his  face  changed. 

"  Poor  little  sis  !  "  he  said  tenderly  ;  "  I 
frighten  you.  Look  at  me.  Am  I  fit  to  go 
away  alone  ?  I  know — I  feel  that  at  any 
moment  I  may  break  down  and  go  off  my 
head  amongst  strangers." 

She  looked  at  him  wildly,  and  as  she  stood 
trembling  there  in  a  state  of  agitation  which 
overset  her  generally  calm  balance,  she  read 
in  his  eyes  that  he  was  speaking  the  truth. 

"  Put  that  note  in  an  envelope  and  direct 
it,"  he  said  in  a  slow,  measured  way,  and  me- 
chanically, and  as  if  for  the  time  being  his  will 
was  again  stronger  than  hers,  she  obeyed  him, 
dropped  the  letter  on  the  table,  and  then  stood 
gazing  from  it  to  her  brother  and  back  again. 

"  It's  hard  upon  you,"  he  said,  with  his 
hand  to  his  head,  as  if  he  could  think  more 
clearly  then,  "  hard  upon  the  poor  old  dad. 
But  it  seems  my  only  chance,  Lou,  my  girl." 

Father — brother — what  should  she  do  ? 
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"  T  can  feel  it  now,"  lie  said  drearily. 
"  There,  I'm  cool  now.  It's  lying  in  that  cold, 
wet  cave,  and  the  horrors  I've  gone  through. 
I've  got  something  coming  on — had  touches 
of  it  before — in  the  nights,"  he  went  on 
slowly  and  heavily ;  "  p'raps  it  '11  kill  me — 
better  if  it  does." 

"  No,  no,  Harry.  Stay  and.  let  me  nurse 
you  here.  We  could  keep  it  a  secret  from 
every  one,  and " 

"  Hold  your  tongue  ! "  he  said  fiercely.  "  I 
might  live — if  I  went  away — where  I  could 
feel — I  was  safe.  I  can't  face  the  old  man 
again.  It  would  kill  me.  There,  it's  too  much 
to  ask  you — what's  that  ?  " 

Louise  started  to  the  door.  Harry  dashed 
to  the  window,  and  his  manner  was  so  wild 
and  excited  that  she  darted  after  him  to  draw 
him  away. 

"  Nothing,  dear,  it  is  your  fancy.  There, 
listen,  there  is  no  one  coming." 

He  looked  at  her  doubtingly,  and  listened 
as  she  drew  him  from  the  window. 

"  I  thought  I  heard  them  coming,"  he  said. 
"  Some  one  must  have  seen  me  crawl  up  here. 
Coming  to  take  me — to  gaol." 

"  No,  no,  dear.  You  are  ill,  and  fancy  all 
this.     Now  come  and  listen  to  me.     It  would 
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be  bo  wild,  so  cruel  if  I  were  to  leave  my  home 
like  this.  Harry  !  be  reasonable,  dear.  Your 
alarm  is  magnified  because  you  are  ill.  Let 
me — no.  no,  don't  be  angry  with  me — let  me 
speak  to  my  father — take  him  into  our  con- 
fidence, and  he  will  help  you." 

"  No,M  he  said  sternly. 

"  Let  me  make  him  happy  by  the  knowledge 
that  you  are  alive." 

•'And  come  upon  him  like  a  curse,"  said 
Harry,  as  there  was  a  tap  at  the  door,  which 
neither  heard  in  the  excitement  of  the  moment, 
for,  eager  to  help  him,  and  trembling  lest  he 
should,  in  the  excited  state  he  was,  go  alone, 
Louise  threw  herself  upon  her  knees  at  her 
brother's  feet. 

"  Be  guided  by  me,  dearest,"  she  sobbed,  in 
a  low  pained  voice.  "You  know  how  I  love 
yon,  how  I  would  die  if  it  were  necessary  to 
save  you  from  suffering ;  but  don't — pray 
don't  ask  me  to  go  away  from  poor  father  in 
such  a  way  as  this." 

As  she  spoke  a  burst  of  hysteric  sobbing 
accompanied  her  words  ;  and  then,  as  she 
raised  her  tear-blinded  eyes,  she  saw  that 
which  filled  her  with  horror.  Uttering  a  faint 
cry,  she  threw  herself  before  her  brother,  as  if 
to  shield  him  from  arrest. 
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Duncan  Leslie  was  standing  in  the  open 
doorway,  and  at  her  action  he  took  a  stride 
fiercely  into  the  room. 

Harry's  back  was  half  turned  toward  him, 
but  he  caught  a  glimpse  of  the  figure  in  the 
broad  mirror  of  an  old  dressoir,  and  with  one 
sweep  of  his  arm  dashed  the  light  over  upon 
the  floor. 

The  heavy  lamp  fell  with  a  crash  of  broken 
glass,  and  as  Louise  stood  clinging  to  her 
brother,  there  was  a  dead  silence  as  well  as 
darkness  in  the  room. 


CHAPTER   VI. 

THE    PLANT    AUNT    MARGUERITE    GREW. 

As  Duncan  Leslie  walked  up  the  steep  path 
leadiDg  to  the  old  granite  house  he  could  not 
help  thinking  of  the  absurdity  of  his  act,  and 
wondering  whether  Louise  Vine  and  her  father 
would  see  how  much  easier  it  would  have  been 
for  him  to  call  at  Van  Heldre's. 

"Can't  help  it,"  he  said.  "The  old  man 
must  think  what  he  likes.  Laugh  at  me  in 
his  sleeve  %  Well,  let  him.  I  shan't  be  the 
first  man  in  love  who  has  been  laughed  at." 

"  In  love,  man,  in  love  !  How  stupid  it 
sounds  ;  and  I  suppose  I  am  weak." 

"  Human  nature  ! "  he  said  after  a  pause  ; 
and  he  walked  very  fast. 

Then  he  began  to  walk  very  slowly,  as  a 
feeling  of  hesitation  came  over  him,  and  he 
asked  himself  whether  the  Vines  would  not 
feel  his  coming  as  an  intrusion,  and  be 
annoyed. 

"  She  can't  be  annoyed,"  he  said  half  aloud. 
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"  She  may  think  it  unfortunate,  but  she  knows 
I  love  her,  and  she  is  too  true  and  sweet  a 
woman  to  be  hard  upon  me/' 

With  the  full  intention  of  going  boldly  to 
the  house,  and  trying  to  act  in  a  frank,  manly 
way,  letting  Louise  see  that  he  was  going  to 
be  patient  and  earnest,  he  again  strode  on 
rapidly,  but  only  to  hesitate  again  and  stop 
by  one  of  the  great  masses  of  rock  which 
occurred  here  and  there  along  the  shelf-like 
slope  cut  from  the  side  of  the  towering  hill. 

Here  he  rested  his  arms  upon  the  shaggy 
stone  and  stood  gazing  out  to  sea,  the  darkness 
looking  wonderfully  transparent  and  pure, 
From  where  he  stood  the  harbour  was  at  his 
feet,  and  he  could  see  a  spark-like  light  here 
and  there  in  cottage  or  boat,  and  a  dull  glow 
from  some  open  doorway  on  the  opposite  side 
of  the  estuary. 

The  red  light  at  the  end  of  the  east  pier 
sent  a  ruddy  stain  out  to  sea,  and  there  was 
another  light  farther  out  just  rocking  gently 
to  and  fro,  and  as  it  caught  his  eye  he  shud- 
dered, for  it  shone  out  softly,  as  did  the  light 
of  the  lugger  on  the  night  when  Harry  Vine 
took  that  terrible  leap. 

"Poor  weak  boy,"  said  Leslie  to  himself. 
And  then,  "  The  more  need  for  her  to  have  one 
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in  whom    she    can   confide  ;    only  I  must  be 
patient — patient." 

He  turned  with  a  sigh,  and  began  to  walk 
back,  for  in  his  indecision  the  feeling  was  in 
him  strong  now  that  a  call  would  be  an  intra- 
sion,  and  that  he  must  be  content  to  wait. 
By  the  time  he  was  fifty  yards  down  the 
path  the  desire  to  see  Louise  again  was 
stronger  than  ever,  and  he  walked  back  to 
the  stone,  leaned  over  it,  and  stood  thinking. 
After  a  few  minutes  he  turned  sharply  round 
and  looked,  for  he  heard  a  heavy  step  as  of 
a  man  approaching,  but  directly  after,  as  he 
remained  quiescent,  he  just  made  out  that  it 
was  not  a  man's  step,  but  that  of  a  sturdy 
fisherwoman,  who  seemed  in  the  gloom  to 
resemble  Poll  Perrow,  but  he  could  not  be 
sure,  and  forgot  the  incident  as  soon  as  she 
passed.  By  the  time  the  steps  had  died  out, 
Duncan  Leslie's  mind  was  fully  made  up ; 
and,  following  the  woman,  he  walked  firmly 
up  to  the  gateway,  entered,  and,  reaching  the 
hall  door,  which  stood  open,  he  rang.  He 
waited  for  some  time,  listening  to  a  low  mur- 
mur of  voices  in  the  dining-room,  and  then 
rang  again.  There  was  no  reply,  consequent 
upon  the  fact  that  Liza  was  at  the  back  gate, 
to    which    she    had   been   summoned   by   her 
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mother,  who  had  come  up  in  trouble,  and  was 
asking  her  questions  whose  bearing  she  could 
not  understand. 

Leslie's  courage  and  patience  began  to  fail, 
bat  he  still  waited,  and  then  at  last  changed 
colour,  feeling  the  blood  rush  to  his  cheeks, 
for  there  was  a  peculiarity  in  the  conversa- 
tion going  on  in  the  dining-room,  and  it 
seemed  to  him  that  some  one  was  agitated  and 
in  pain. 

He  turned  away  so  as  to  force  himself  not 
to  hear,  feeling  that  he  was  an  interloper,  and 
then,  in  spite  of  himself,  he  returned  to  find 
that  the  sounds  had  grown  louder,  and  as  if 
involuntarily  agitated  and  troubled  more  than 
he  would  have  cared  to  own,  he  rang  again 
and  then  entered  the  hall. 

He  hesitated  for  a  few  moments,  and  then 
certain  from  the  voices  that  there  was  some- 
thing strange,  and  divining  wrongly  or  rightly 
from  the  tones  of  one  of  the  voices — a  voice 
which  thrilled  him  as  he  stood  there  trembling 
with  excitement — that  the  woman  he  loved 
needed  help,  he  threw  aside  all  hesitation,  and 
turned  the  handle  of  the  door. 

The  words  which  fell  upon  his  ear,  the  scene 
he  saw  of  Louise  kneeling  at  some  strange, 
rough-looking  man's  feet,  sent  the  blood  surg- 
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ing  up  to  his  brain,  rendering  him  incapable 
of  calm  thought,  and  turned  the  ordinarily 
patient,  deliberative  man  into  a  being  wrought 
almost  to  a  pitch  of  madness. 

It  did  not  occur  to  him  that  he  was  an 
intruder,  and  that  he  had  no  right  to  make 
such  a  demand,  but  taking  a  stride  forward, 
he  exclaimed — 

"  Louise  !  who  is  this  man  ? "  as  the  lamp 
was  swept  from  the  table,  and  they  were  in 
darkness. 

For  a  few  moments  no  one  spoke,  and 
Louise  stood  clinging  to  her  brother,  trembling 
violently,  and  at  her  wits'  end  to  know-  what 
to  do. 

The  simple  wTay  out  of  the  difficulty  would 
have  been  to  take  Duncan  Leslie  into  their 
confidence  at  once  ;  but  in  her  agitation, 
Louise  shrank  from  that.  She  knew  his  stern 
integrity;  she  had  often  heard  of  his  firmness 
with  his  mine  people ;  and  she  feared  that  in 
his  surprise  and  disgust  at  wrhat  seemed  to 
her  now  little  better  than  a  trick  played  by 
her  brother  to  deceive  them,  Leslie  would 
turn  against  him  and  refuse  to  keep  the 
secret. 

On  the  other  hand,  Harry,  suffering  from  a 
fresh  access  of  dread,  but  now  strung  up  and 


68  OF    HIGH    DESCENT. 

excited,  placed  his  lips  to  her  ear  and  bade  her 
be  silent  on  her  life. 

The  silence  was  for  a  few  moments  terrible, 
and  then  Harry's  breath  could  be  heard  com- 
ing and  going  as  if  he  had  been  hunted,  while 
Louise,  in  her  agony  of  excitement,  sought 
vainly  for  words  that  should  put  an  end  to  the 
painful  encounter. 

No  one  moved ;  and  in  the  midst  of  the 
nervous  strain  a  sharp  puff  of  wind  came 
sweeping  up  from  the  sea,  like  the  avant  garde 
of  a  storm,  and  the  casement  window  was  blown 
to  with  a  loud  clang. 

Harry  started  as  if  he  had  felt  that  his 
retreat  was  cut  off,  but  he  kept  his  face 
averted,  and  dragged  his  rough  hat  down  over 
his  eyes,  though  the  action  was  unnecessary, 
for  the  darkness  was  too  great  for  him  to  be 
recognized. 

As  he  started  Louise  clung  to  him,  and  for 
the  moment  he  struggled  to  escape  from  her, 
but  he  clung  to  her  the  next  instant,  and 
quivered  with  fear  as  the  silence  was  broken 
by  Leslie's  voice,  so  cold,  deep,  and  harsh  that 
it  seemed  as  if  a  stranger  was  speaking. 

"  I  suppose  I  have  no  right  to  interfere,"  he 
said  ;  "  but  there  are  times  when  a  man  forgets 
or  puts  aside  etiquette,  and  there  are  reasons 
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here  why  I  should  speak.     Miss  Vine,  where  is 
your  father  ? " 

Louise  made  an  effort  to  reply,  but  there 
was  only  a  spasmodic  catching  of  her  breath. 

"  Send  him  away.  Tell  him  to  go,"  whispered 
Harry. 

"I  said,  where  is  your  father,  Miss  Vine  ?  " 
said  Leslie  again  more  coldly. 

"  At — at  Mr.  Van  Heldre's,"  she  murmured 
at  last.      "  Mr.  Leslie — pray " 

"  I  am  your  fathers  friend,  and  I  should  not 
be  doing  my  duty — ah  !  my  duty — to  myself," 
he  cried  angrily,  "  if  I  did  not  speak  plainly. 
Does  Mr.  Vine  know  that  this  gentleman  is 
here  I " 

"  No,"  said  Louise,  in  an  almost  inaudible 
voice,  and  in  the  contagion  of  her  brother's 
fear  she  seemed  to  see  him  once  more  hunted 
down  by  the  officers  of  justice  ;  and  the 
terrible  scene  on  the  pier  danced  before  her 
eyes. 

"So  I  suppose,"  said  Leslie  coldly. 

"  Send  him  away,"  whispered  Harry  hoarsely. 

"It  is  not  in  Miss  Louise  Vine's  power  to 
send  me  away,  sir,"  cried  Leslie  fiercely;  and 
the  poor  trembling  girl  felt  her  brother  start 
once  more. 

•'■'You,    sir,    are    here,    by   her    confession, 


70  OF    HIGH    DESCENT. 

clandestinely.  You  are  a  scoundrel  and  a  cur, 
who  dare  not  show  your  face,  or  you  would  not 
have  dashed  out  that  light." 

Harry  made  a  harsh  guttural  sound,  such  as 
might  be  uttered  by  a  beast  at  bay. 

"Who  are  you?  I  need  not  ask  your 
object  in  coming  here.  I  could  not  help 
hearing." 

"  Tell  him  to  go  away,"  said  Harry  sharply, 
speaking  in  French  to  disguise  his  voice. 

"  Mr.  Leslie,  pray,  pray  go.  This  is  a  private 
visit.     I  beg  you  will  go." 

"  Private  enough,"  said  Leslie  bitterly ; 
"  and  once  more  I  say  you  may  think  I  have 
no  right  to  interfere.  I  give  up  all  claims 
that  I  might  have  thought  I  had  upon  you, 
but  as  your  father's  friend  I  will  not  stand 
calmly  by  and  see  wrong  done  his  child. 
Speak  out,  sir ;  who  are  you  ?  Let's  hear 
your  name,  if  you  are  ashamed  to  show  your 
face." 

"  Tell  him  to  go  away,"  said  Harry  again. 

Leslie  writhed,  for  Aunt  Marguerite's  hints 
about  the  French  gentleman  of  good  descent 
came  up  now  as  if  to  sting  him.  This  man  he 
felt,  in  his  blind  rage,  was  the  noble  suitor 
who  in  his  nobility  stooped  to  come  in  the 
darkness  to  try  and  persuade  a  weak  girl  to 
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leave  her  home  ;  and  as  he  thought  this  it  was 
all  he  could  do,  hot-blooded,  madly  jealous  and 
excited,  to  keep  from  flinging  himself  upon 
the  supposed  rival,  the  unworthy  lover  of  the 
woman  he  had  worshipped  with  all  the  strength 
of  a  man's  first  passion. 

"  I  can't  talk  to  him  in  his  wretched  tongue," 
cried  Leslie,  fiercely ;  "  but  1  understand  his 
meaning.  Perhaps  he  may  comprehend  mine. 
Xo.  I  shall  not  go.  I  shall  not  leave  this 
room  till  Mr.  Vine  returns.  He  can  answer  to 
your  father,  or  I  will,  if  I  have  done  wrong." 

"  Mr.  Leslie  ! "  cried  Louise,  "  you  don't 
know  what  you  are  doing — what  you  say. 
Pray — pray  go." 

"  When  mv  old  friend  George  Vine  tells  me 
I  have  done  wrong,  and  I  have  seen  you  safe 
in  his  care." 

"  Xo,  no.     Go  now,  now  !  "  cried  Louise. 

Leslie  drew  a  deep  breath  and  his  heart  beat 
heavily  in  the  agony  and  despair  he  felt.  She 
loved  this  man,  this  contemptible  wretch  who 
had  gained  such  ascendancy  over  her  that  she 
was  pleading  in  his  behalf,  and  trying  to  screen 
him  from  her  father's  ano-er. 

"  Mr.  Leslie.  Do  you  hear  me  ?  "  she  cried, 
taking  courage  now  in  her  despair  and  dread 
lest  her  father  should  return. 
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"  Yes,"  lie  said  coldly,  "  I  hear  you,  Miss 
Vine  ;  and  it  would  be  better  for  you  to  retire, 
and  leave  this  man  with  me." 

"  No,  no,"  she  cried  excitedly.  "  Mr.  Leslie  ! 
you  are  intruding  here.  This  is  a  liberty.  I 
desire  you  to  go." 

"  When  Mr.  Vine  comes  back,"  said  Leslie 
sternly.  "  If  I  have  done  wrong,  then  no 
apology  shall  be  too  humble  for  me  to  speak. 
But  till  he  comes  I  stay.  I  have  heard  too 
much.  I  may  have  been  mad  in  indulging  in 
those  vain  hopes,  but  if  that  is  all  dead  there 
still  remains  too  much  honour  and  respect  for 
the  woman  I  knew  in  happier  times  for  me  to 
stand  by  and  let  her  wrong  herself  by  accom- 
panying this  man." 

"  Mr.  Leslie,  you  are  mistaken." 

"  I  am  not." 

"  Indeed — indeed  !  " 

"  Prove  it  then,"  he  cried,  in  stern  judicial 
tones.  "  I  am  open  to  conviction.  You  love 
this  man  ? "  Louise  was  silent.  "  He  was 
begging  you  to  accompany  him  in  flight." 
Louise  uttered  a  low  wail.  "  Hah  !  "  ejacu- 
lated Leslie,  "  I  am  right." 

"  No,  no  ;  it  is  all  a  misapprehension,"  cried 
Louise  excitedly.      "  Mr.  Leslie,  this " 

"  Hold    your    tongue,"    whispered     Harry 
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hoarsely,  and  she  moaned  as  she  writhed  in 
spirit. 

"  There  are  reasons  why  my  father  should 
not  know  of  this  visit." 

"  So  I  suppose,"  said  Leslie  sternly;  "and 
you  ask  me  to  be  a  partner  by  giving  way  to 

-  jcond  blow  to  that  true-hearted,  trusting; 
man.  Louise  Vine.,  is  it  you  who  are  speak- 
ing, or  has  this  man  put  these  cruelly  base 
words  in  your  mouth  \  n 

u  What  can  I  say  \  What  can  I  do  ?  "  wailed 
Louise,  wringing  her  bands,  as  with  every  sense 
on  the  strain  she  listened  for  her  father's  step. 

Harry,  who  now  that  the  first  shock  had 
passed  was  rapidly  growing  more  calm  and 
calculating,  bent  down  over  his  sister,  and 
whispered  to  her  again  in  French  to  go 
quickly,  and  get  her  hat  and  mantle. 

"  lie  will  not  dare  to   stop  us,"  he  said. 

Louise  drew  a  long  breath  full  of  pain,  for 
it  seemed  to  be  the  only  way  to  save  her 
brother.  She  must  go  ;  and,  taking  a  step 
or  two   she  made   for   the  door. 

"  Xo,"  said  Leslie  calmly,  "  it  is  better  that 
you  should  stay,  Miss  Vine." 

Harry  was  at  her  side  in  a  moment. 

"  Xever  mind  your  hat,"  he  whispered  in 
French ;  "  we  must  go  at  once." 
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"  Stand  back,  sir ! "  cried  Leslie,  springing 
to  the  door.  "  Your  every  act  shows  you  to 
be  a  base  scoundrel.  You  may  not  under- 
stand my  words,  but  you  can  understand  my 
action.  I  am  here  by  this  door  to  keep  it  till 
Mr.  Vine  returns.  For  the  lady's  sake,  let 
there  be  no  violence." 

"  Mr.  Leslie,  let  us  pass ! "  cried  Louise 
imperiously,  but  he  paid  no  heed  to  her,  con- 
tinuing to  address  his  supposed  rival  in  calm, 
judicial  tones,  which  did  not  express  the  wild 
rage  seething  in  his  heart. 

"  I  say  once  more,  sir,  let  there  be  no 
violence — for  your  own  sake — for  hers." 

Harry  continued  to  advance,  with  Louise's 
hand  in  his,  till  Leslie  had  pressed  close  to  the 
door. 

"  Once  more  I  warn  you,"  said  Leslie,  "  for 
I  swear  by  Heaven  you  shall  not  pass  while  I 
can  lift  a  hand." 

At  that  moment,  in  the  obscurity,  Louise 
felt  her  hand  dropped,  and  she  reeled  to  the 
side  of  the  room,  as  now,  with  a  fierce,  harsh 
sound,  Harry  sprang  at  Leslie's  throat,  pushed 
him  back  against  the  door  in  his  sudden  on- 
slaught, and  then  wrenched  him  away. 

"  Quick,  Louise  !  "  he  cried  in  French.  "  The 
door ! " 
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Louise  recovered  herself  and  darted  to  the 
door,  the  handle  rattling  in  her  grasp.  But 
she  did  not  open  it.  She  stood  as  if  paralyzed, 
her  eves  staring  and  lips  parted,  gazing  wildly 
at  the  two  dimly-seen  shadows  which  moved 
here  and  there  across  the  casement  frames  in  a 
curiously  weird  manner,  to  the  accompani- 
ment of  harsh,  panting  sounds,  the  dull  tramp- 
ing of  feet,  heavy  breathing,  and  the  quick, 
sharp  ejaculations  of  angry  men. 

Then  a  fresh  chill  of  horror  shot  through 
her,  as  there  was  a  momentary  cessation  of  the 
sounds,  and  Leslie  panted, 

"  Hah  !  then  you  give  in,  sir  !  " 

The  apparent  resignation  of  his  adversary 
had  thrown  him  off  his  guard,  and  the  next 
moment  Harry  had  sprung  at  him,  and  with 
his  whole  weight  borne  him  backwards,  so  that 
he  fell  with  his  head  upon  the  bare  patch  of 
the  hearthstone. 

There  was  the  sound  of  a  terrible  blow,  a 
faint  rustling,  and  then,  as  Louise  stood  there 
like  one  in  a  nightmare,  she  was  roused  to 
action  by  her  brother's  words. 

"  Quick  ! "  he  whispered,  in  a  hoarse,  pant- 
ing way.  "  Your  hat  and  mantle.  Not  a 
moment   to  lose  !  " 

The  nightmare-like  sensation  was  at  an  end, 
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but  it  was  still  all  like  being  in  a  dream  to 
Louise,  as,  forced  against  her  own  will  by  the 
effort  of  one  more  potent,  she  ran  up  to  her 
own  room,  and  catching  up  a  bonnet  and  a 
loose  cloak,  she  ran  down  again. 

"  You  have  killed  him,"  she  whispered. 

"  Pish  !  stunned.  Quick,  or  I  shall  be 
caught." 

He  seized  her  wrist,  and  hurried  her  out  of 
the  front  door  just  as  Liza  went  in  at  the 
back,  after  a  long  whispered  quarrel  with 
her  mother,  who  was  steadily  plodding  down 
towards  the  town  as  brother  and  sister  stepped 
out. 

"  What's  that  ?  some  one  in  front  ?  "  whis- 
pered Harry,  stopping  short.  "  Here,  this 
way." 

"  Harry  !  "  moaned  his  sister,  as  he  drewT 
her  sidewise  and  began  to  climb  up  the  rough 
side  of  the  path  so  as  to  reach  the  rugged 
land  above. 

"  It  is  the  only  chance,"  he  said  hastily. 
"  Quick  !  '■' 

She  followed  him,  half  climbing,  half 
dragged,  till  she  was  up  on  the  granite-strewn 
waste,  across  which  he  hurried  her,  reckless 
of  the  jagged  masses  of  rock  that  were  always 
cropping  up  in  their  way,  and  of  the  fact  that 
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in  three  places  farther  along,  once  fenced  in 
by  stones,  which  had  since  crumbled  down, 
were,  one  after  the  other,  the  openings  to 
three  disused  mines,  each  a  terrible  yawning 
chasm,  with  certain  death  by  drowning  for 
the  unfortunate  who  was  plunged  into  their 
depths. 


CHAPTEK  VII. 

AFTER  THE  GREAT  SORROWS. 

"  No,  no,  no,  Mr.  Vine — I  mean  no,  no,  no, 
George  Vine,"  sobbed  Mrs.  Van  Heldre  ;  "  I 
did,  I  know,  feel  bitter  and  full  of  hatred 
against  one  who  could  be  so  base  as  to  raise 
his  hand  against  my  loving,  forbearing  hus- 
band ;  but  that  was  when  I  was  in  misery 
and  despair.  Do  you  think  that  now  God  has 
blessed  us  by  sparing  his  life  and  restoring 
him  to  us,  I  could  be  so  thankless,  so  hard 
and  wicked  as  to  bear  malice  ? " 

"  You  are  very,  very  good,"  said  Vine  sadly. 

"  I  wish  I  was,"  said  Mrs.  Van  Heldre,  with 
a  comic  look  of  perplexity  on  her  pretty  elderly 
countenance,  "  but  I'm  not,  George,  I'm  a  very 
curious  woman." 

"  You  are  one  of  the  best  and  most  amiable 
creatures  that  ever  existed,"  said  Vine,  taking 
her  hand  and  kissing  it. 

"  I  try  to  be  good-tempered  and  to  do  my 
best,"  said  the  little  woman  with  a  sigh,  "  but 
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I'm  very  weak  and  stupid  ;  and  I  know  that 
is  the  one  redeemiDg  point  in  my  character,  I 
can  feel  what  a  weak  woman  I  am." 

"  Thank  God  you  are  what  you  are,"  said 
Vine  reverently.  "If  I  had  had  such  a  wife 
spared  to  me  all  these  years,  that  terrible 
catastrophe  would  not  have  occurred." 

"  And  you,  George  Vine,  thauk  God,  too, 
for  sparing  to  you  the  best  and  most  loving 
daughter  that  ever  lived.  Now,  now,  now, 
don't  look  like  that.  I  wanted  to  tell  you 
how  fond  and  patient  John  always  has  been 
with  me,  and  Maddy  too,  when  I  have  said 
and  done  weak  and  silly  things.  For  I  do, 
you  know,  sometimes.  Ah,  it's  no  use  for  you 
to  shake  your  head,  and  pretend  you  never 
noticed  it.     You  must." 

"I  hope  you  will  never  change,"  said  Vine 
with  a  sad  smile. 

"  Ah,  that's  better,"  cried  Mrs.  Van  Heldre. 
"  I'm  glad  to  see  you  smile  again,  for  Louie's 
sake,  for  our  sake ;  and  now,  once  for  all, 
never  come  into  our  house  again,  my  dear 
old  friend  and  brother,  looking  constrained. 
John  has  had  long^,  lono-  talks  with  me  and 
Maddy." 

"  Yes,"  cried  Vine  excitedly.  "  What  did 
he  say  ? " 
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Mrs.  Van  Helclre  took  his  hand  and 
held  it. 

"He  said,"  she  whispered  slowly,  "that  it 
grieved  and  pained  him  to  see  you  come  to 
his  bedside  looking  as  if  you  felt  that  we 
blamed  you  for  what  has  passed.  He  said 
you  had  far  more  cause  to  blame  him." 

"  No,  no,"  said  Vine  hastily.  "  I  do  not 
blame  him.     It  was  fate — it  was  fate." 

"  It  wasn't  anything  of  the  kind,"  said  Mrs. 
Van  Heldre  sharply ;  "it  was  that  stupid, 
obstinate,  bigoted,  wrong-headed  old  fellow 
Cramp  ton." 

"  Who  felt  that  he  owed  a  duty  to  his 
master,  and  did  that  duty." 

"  Oh  ! "  sighed  the  little  woman  with  a  look 
of  perplexity  in  her  puckered-up  forehead,  "I 
told  you  that  I  was  a  very  stupid  woman. 
I  wanted  to  make  you  more  cheerful  and 
contented,  and  see  what  I  have  done  ! " 

"  How  can  I  be  cheerful  and  contented,  my 
good  little  woman  ?  "  said  Vine  sadly.  "  There, 
there !  I  shall  be  glad  when  a  couple  of  years 
have  gone." 

"  Why  ?  "  said  Mrs.  Van  Heldre  sharply. 

"  Because  I  shall  either  be  better  able  to 
bear  my  burden  or  be  quite  at  rest." 

"  George  Vine  !  "  exclaimed  Mrs.  Van  Heldre 
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reproachfully.   "  Is  that  you  speaking  ?   Louise 
— remember  Louise." 

"Ah,  yes."  he  said  sadly,  but  sat  gazing 
dreamily  before  him.  "  Louise.  If  it  had  not 
been  for  her " 

He  did  not  finish  his  sentence. 

"  Come,  my  dear.  John  will  be  expecting 
you  for  a  long  chat.  Try  and  be  more  hope- 
ful, and  don't  go  up  to  him  looking  like  that. 
Doctor  Knatchbull  said  we  were  to  make  him 
as  cheerful  as  we  could,  and  to  keep  him  from 
thinking  about  the  past.  He  did  say,  too, 
that  we  were  not  to  let  you  see  him  much. 
There " 

Poor  little  Mrs.  Van  Heldre  looked  more 
perplexed  than  ever,  and  now  burst  into  tears. 

"  He  said  that  ?     The  doctor  said  that  ?  " 

"  Yes  ;  but  did  you  ever  hear  such  a  silly 
woman  in  your  life  ?  To  go  and  blurt  out 
such  a  thing  as  that  to  you  ! " 

"  He  was  quite  right — quite  right,"  said 
Vine  hastily ;  "and  I'll  be  very  careful  not 
to  say  or  do  anything  to  depress  him.  Poor 
John  !     Do  you  think  he  is  awake  now  ? " 

"Xo,"  said  Mrs.  Van  Heldre,  wiping  her 
eyes.  "Maddy  is  with  him,  and  she  will 
come  down  directly  he  wakes." 

At  that  moment  there  was  a  ring,  and  on 

VOL.  III.  G 
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the  door  being  opened  the  servant  announced 
Luke  Vine. 

"  Hallo  ! "  he  said,  coming  in  after  his  usual 
unceremonious  fashion.     "  How  is  he  ?  " 

"  Very,  very  much  better,  Luke  Vine,"  said 
Mrs.  Van  Heldre.  "  George  is  going  up  to 
see  him  as  soon  as  he  wakes." 

"  George  ?  My  brother  George  !  Oh,  you're 
there,  are  you  ?  How  are  you,  George  ?  How's 
the  girl  ? " 

"  Sit  down,  Luke  Vine." 
"  No,  thank  you,  ma'am.     Sit  too  much  as 
it  is.     Don't  get  enough  exercise." 

"  You  shall  go  up  and  see  John,  as  soon  as 
he  wakes." 

"  No,  thankye.  "What's  the  use  ?  I  couldn't 
do  him  any  good.  One's  getting  old  now.  No 
time  to  spare.     Pity  to  waste  what's  left." 

"Well,  I'm  sure,"  said  Mrs.  Van  Heldre, 
bridling.  "  Of  all  men  to  talk  like  that,  you 
ought  to  be  the  last.  I'll  go  up  and  see 
whether  he  is  awake." 

"  Poor  little  woman,"  said  Uncle  Luke,  as 
she  left  the  room.  "  Always  puts  me  in  mind, 
George,  of  a  pink  and  white  bantam  hen." 

"  As  good  a  little  woman  as  ever  breathed, 
Luke." 

"  Yes,  of  course ;  but  it's  comic  to  see  her 
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ruffle  up  her  feathers  and  go  off  in  a  huff. 
How's  Lou  ? " 

"  Not  very  well,  Luke.  Poor  girl,  she  frets. 
I  shall  have  to  take  her  away." 

"Rubbish!  She'll  be  all  right  directly. 
Women  have  no  brains." 

George  Vine  looked  up  at  him  with  an  air 
of  mild  reproof. 

"  All  tears  and  doldrums  one  day ;  high 
jinks  and  coquetry  the  next.  Marry,  and 
forget  all  about  you  in  a  week." 

"Luke,  my  dear  brother,  you  do  not  mean 
this." 

"  Don't  soap,  George.  I  hate  to  be  called 
my  dear  brother.  Now,  do  I  look  like  a  dear 
brother  ? " 

"  I  shall  never  forget  your  goodness  to  us 
over  our  terrible  trouble." 

"  Will  you  be  quiet  ?  Hang  it  all,  George  ! 
don't  be  such  an  idiot.  Let  the  past  be.  The 
poor  foolish  boy  is  dead  ;  let  him  rest.  Don't 
be  for  ever  digging  up  the  old  sorrow,  to 
brood  over  it  and  try  to  hatch  fresh.  The  eggs 
may  not  be  addled,  and  you  might  be  success- 
ful.    Plenty  of  trouble  without  making  more." 

"  I  do  not  wish  to  make  more,  Luke ;  but 
you  hurt  me  when  you  speak  so  lightly  of 
Louise." 

G  2 
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"A  jade!     I  hate  her." 

"  No,  you  do  not." 

"  Yes,  I  do.  Here's  Duncan  Leslie,  as  good 
a  fellow  as  ever  stepped,  who  has  stuck  to 
her  through  thick  and  thin,  in  spite  of  my 
lady's  powder,  and  fan,  and  her  insults." 

"  Marguerite  has  been  very  sharp  and  spite- 
ful to  Mr.  Leslie,"  said  George  Vine  sadly. 

"  She's  mad.  Well,  he  wants  to  marry  the 
girl,  and  she  has  pitched  him  over." 

"  Has  Louise  refused  him  ? " 

"  He  doesn't  say  so ;  but  I  saw  him,  and 
that's  enough.  Of  course  I  know  that  at 
present — et  cetera,  et  cetera :  but  the  girl 
wants  a  husband :  all  girls  do.  There  was 
one  for  her,  and  she  is  playing  stand  off  with 
him.  Just  like  woman.  He  !  he  !  he  !  he  !  " 
He  uttered  a  sneering  laugh.  "  Going  to 
marry  Madge's  French  count,  I  suppose — 
Monsieur  le  Comte  de  Mythville.  There,  I 
can't  help  it,  George,  old  lad ;  it  makes  me 
wild.  Shake  hands,  old  chap.  Didn't  mean 
to  hurt  your  feelings ;  but  between  ourselves, 
though  I've  never  shown  it  to  a  soul,  I  was 
rather  hit  upon  the  idea  of  Leslie  marrying 
Louise." 

"  I  had  thought  it  possible,"  said  George 
Vine,  with  a  sigh. 
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••  Her  fault.  Hang  it  all,  George,  be  a  man, 
and  bestir  yourself." 

"  I  am  trying,  brother  Luke." 

"  That's  right,  lad ;  and  for  goodness'  sake 
put  down  your  foot  and  keep  Margaret  in  her 
place.  Louie  is  soft  now  with  trouble,  and 
that  wicked  old  woman  will  try  to  work  her 
and  mould  her  into  what  shape  she  pleases. 
You've  had  enough  of  Margaret." 

•'•'  I  have  tried  to  do  my  duty  by  our 
sister." 

'"'You've  done  more,  my  lad.  Now  take 
care  that  she  leaves  Louie  alone.  You  don't 
want  another  old  maid  of  her  pattern  in  the 
family."' 

"  John  is  awake  now,  George  Vine,"  said 
Mrs.  Van  Heldre,  re-entering  the  room.  "  Will 
you  go  up  ? " 

•'•'  Yes,  I'll  go  up,"  said  George  Vine  quietly. 

"Well,  aren't  I  to  be  asked  to  see  him?" 
grumbled  Uncle  Luke. 

"  Oh,  what  a  strange  man  you  are  ! "  said 
Mrs.  Van  Heldre  ;  "  you  know  I  wanted  you 
to  go  up." 

';  Xo,  I  don't ;  I  know  you  asked  me  to  go 
up.     Different  thing  altogether." 

"  I  did  want  you  to  go.  I  felt  that  it  would 
cheer  up  poor  John." 
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"  Well,  don't  be  cross  about  it,  woman. 
Ask  me  again." 

Mrs.  Van  Heldre  turned  with  a  smile  to 
George  Vine,  as  much  as  to  say,  "Did  you 
ever  hear  such  an  unreasonable  being  ? " 

"  Eum  one,  aren't  I,  John's  wife,  eh  %  "  said 
Uncle  Luke  grimly.  "  Good  little  woman, 
after  all." 

"After  all!"  ejaculated  Mrs.  Van  Heldre, 
as  she  followed  them  into  the  room,  and  then 
stopped  back.  "  Too  many  of  us  at  once  can't 
be  good,  so  I  must  stay  down,"  she  added, 
with  a  sigh. 

Crossing;  to  the  table  where  her  bird's  cage 
was  standing,  she  completely  removed  the 
cover,  now  displaying  a  pink  and  gray  ball 
of  feathers  upon  the  perch,  her  action  having 
been  so  gentle  that  the  bird's  rest  was  not 
disturbed. 

"Poor  little  prisoner!"  she  said  gently. 
"  There,  you  may  wake  up  to-morrow  morning 
and  pipe  and  sing  in  the  bright  sunshine,  for 
we  can  bear  it  now — thank  Gocl !  we  can  bear 
it  now." 


CHAPTER   VIII. 

THE    DISCOVERY. 

Madelaixe  rose  as  the  brothers  entered  the 
room,  and  before  coming  to  the  bed,  where 
Van  Heldre  lay  rapidly  mending  now,  George 
Vine  took  the  girl's  hands,  looked  down  in 
her  pale  face,  which  sorrow  seemed  to  have 
refined,  and  bent  down  and  kissed  her. 

"How  are  you,  Maddy?"  said  Luke  Vine, 
gruffly ;  and  he  was  going  on  to  the  bed,  but 
Madelaine  laid  her  hand  upon  his  shoulder, 
leant  towards  him,  and  kissed  him. 

"Hah!  yes,  forgot,"  he  said,  brushing  her 
forehead  roughly  with  his  gray  beard ;  and 
then,  yielding  to  a  sudden  impulse,  kissing 
the  girl  tenderly.  "  How  I  do  hate  girls  !  "  he 
muttered  to  himself,  as  he  went  straight  to  the 
window  and  stood  there  for  a  few  moments. 

"Poor  lad!"  he  said  to  himself.  "Yes, 
hopeless,  or  a  girl  like  that  would  have  re- 
deemed him." 

He  turned  back  from  the  window. 
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"Boom  too  hot  and  stuffy,"  he  said.  "Well, 
how  are  you,  John  ?  " 

"Getting  well  fast,"  replied  Van  Heldre, 
shaking  hands.  "  Splendid  fish  that  was  you 
sent  me  to-day  ;  delicious." 

"  Humph  !  all  very  fine  !  Shilling  or  fif- 
teenpence  out  of  pocket,"  grumbled.  Uncle 
Luke. 

"  Get  out ! "  said  Van  Heldre,  after  a  keen 
look  at  George  Vine.  "Poll  Perrow  wouldn't 
have  given  you  more  than  ninepence  for  a  fish 
like  that.     It's  wholesale,  Luke,  wholesale." 

"Ah!  you  may  grin  and  wink  at  George," 
grumbled  Uncle  Luke,  "  but  times  are  getting 
hard." 

"  They  are,  old  fellow,  and  we  shall  be 
having  you  in  the  workhouse,  if  we  can't 
manage  to  get  vou  to  the  Victoria  Park 
place." 

"Here,  come  away,  George,"  snarled  Uncle 
Luke.  "  He's  better.  Beginning  to  sneer. 
Temper's  getting  very  bad  now,  I  suppose,  my 
dear  ? "  he  added  to  Madelaine. 

"  Terrible.  Leads  me  a  dreadful  life,  Uncle 
Luke,"  she  said,  putting  her  arm  round  Van 
Heldre's  neck  to  lay  her  cheek  against  his 
brow  for  a  moment  or  two  before  turning  to 
leave  the  room. 
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"  Cant  and  carny,"  said  Uncle  Luke.  "  Don't 
you  believe  her,  John  Van ;  she'll  be  coming 
to  you  for  money  to-morrow — bless  her/'  he 
added  sotto  voce;  then  aloud,  "What  now?" 

For  Madelaine  had  gone  behind  his  chair, 
and  placed  her  hands  upon  his  shoulders. 

"  It's  all  waste  of  breath,  Uncle  Luke,"  she 
said  gently.  "  We  found  you  out  a  long  time 
ago.  Louise  and  I." 

"  What  do  you  mean  ?  " 

"  All  this  pretended  cynicism.  It's  a  mere 
disguise." 

"  An  ass  in  the  lion's  skin,  eh  ? " 

"  No,  LTncle  Luke,"  she  whispered,  with 
her  lips  close  to  his  ear,  so  that  the  others 
should  not  catch  the  words,  "that  is  the 
wrong  way,  sir.     Reverse  the  fable." 

"  What  do  you  mean,  hussy  ?  " 

"  The  dear  old  lion  in  the  ass's  skin,"  she 
whispered  ;  "  and  whenever  you  try  to  bray  it 
is  always  a  good  honest  roar." 

"  Well,  of  all " 

He  did  not  finish,  for  Atadelaine  had  hurried 
from  the  room,  but  a  srim  smile  came  over  his 
cynical  countenance,  and  he  rubbed  his  hands 
softly  as  if  he  was  pleased.  Then,  drawing 
his  chair  nearer  to  the  bed,  he  joined  in  the 
conversation    at    rare   intervals,    the    subjects 
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chosen  being  all  as  foreign  as  possible  from 
the  past  troubles,  till  Mrs.  Van  Heldre  came 
softly  into  the  room. 

"I  am  Doctor  Knatchbull's  deputy,"  she 
said ;  "  and  my  orders  are  not  to  let  John 
excite  himself." 

"  All  nonsense,  my  dear,"  said  Van  Heldre. 

"  She  is  quite  right,  John,"  said  George 
Vine,  rising. 

"  Quite  right,"  said  Uncle  Luke,  following 
his  brother's  example.  "  Keep  him  quiet. 
Make  haste  and  get  well.  Good-night.  Come, 
George." 

He  was  at  the  door  by  the  time  he  had 
finished  his  speech,  and  without  pausing  to 
shake  hands  began  to  descend. 

Madelaine  came  out  of  the  drawing-room 
as  the  old  man  reached  the  hall. 

"  What  do  you  think  of  him  ? "  she  said 
eagerly. 

"  Going  backwards — dying  fast,"  he  said 
shortly. 

"  Oh  ! " 

"  Don't  be  a  little  goose,"  he  cried,  catching 
her  in  his  arms  as  she  reeled.  "  We  all  are  ; 
especially  people  over  fifty.  Bonny  little 
nurse.  You've  done  wonders.  Good-night, 
my  dear ;  God  bless  you  !  " 
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She  returned  his  loving  fatherly  kiss,  given 
hastily,  as  if  he  were  ashamed  of  his  weak- 
ness, and  then  he  strode  out  into  the  dark 
night. 

"Poor  Uncle  Luke!"  she  said  softly.  "I 
was  right.  He  must  have  had  some  shock 
to  change  his  life  like  this.  Good-night,  dear 
Mr.  Vine.     My  dearest  love  to  Louie." 

"  Good-night,  my  darling,"  he  whispered 
huskily,  and  the  next  minute  he  was  walking 
slowly  away  beside  his  brother  in  the  direction 
of  the  turning  up  to  the  granite  house. 

"  Good-night,  Luke,"  said  George  Vine. 
"It  is  of  no  use  to  say  come  up." 

"Yes,  it  is,"  said  Uncle  Luke  snappishly. 
"  I  want  to  see  Louie,  and  have  a  decent  cup 
of  tea." 

"  1  am  very  glad,"  said  his  brother  warmly. 
"  Hah  !  that's  right.  Come  more  often,  Luke. 
We  are  getting  old  men  now,  and  it's  pleasant 
to  talk  of  the  days  when  we  were  boys." 

"  And  be  driven  from  the  place  by  Madge 
with  her  pounce-box  and  her  civet-cat  airs. 
You  kick  her  out,  and  I'll  come  often." 

"Poor  Marguerite  ! " 

"  There  you  go ;  encouraging  the  silly 
French  notions.  Why  can't  you  call  her 
Margaret,  like  a  British   Christian  ? " 
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"  Let  her  finish  her  span  in  peace,  brother," 
said  George  Vine,  whose  visit  to  his  old  friend 
seemed  to  have  brightened  him,  and  made 
voice  and  step  elastic.  "  We  are  crotchety  and 
strange  too,  I  with  my  mollusk  hobby,  you 
with  your  fishing." 

"  If  you  want  to  quarrel,  I'm  not  coming 
up." 

"  Yes  you  are,  Luke.  There,  come  often, 
and  let  poor  Margaret  say  what  she  likes. 
We  shall  have  done  our  duty  by  her,  so  that 
will  be  enough  for  us." 

"  Hang  duty !  I'm  getting  sick  of  duty. 
No  matter  what  one  does,  or  how  one  tries  to 
live  in  peace  and  be  left  alone,  there  is  always 
duty  flying  in  one's  face." 

"  Confession  of  failure,  Luke,"  said  his 
brother,  taking  his  arm.  "  You  had  given 
up  ordinary  social  life,  invested  your  property, 
sent  your  plate  to  your  banker's,  and  settled 
down  to  the  life  of  the  humblest  cottager,  to, 
as  you  say,  escape  the  troubles  of  every-day 
life." 

"  Yes,  and  I've  escaped  'em — roguish  trades- 
people, household  anxieties,  worries  out  of 
number." 

"  In  other  words,"  said  Vine,  smiling,  "  done 
everything   you    could    to    avoid    doing   your 
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duty,  and  for  result  you  have  found  that 
trouble  comes  to  your  cottage  in  some  form 
or  another  as  frequently  as  it  does  to  my  big 
house." 

Uncle  Luke  stopped  short,  and  gave  his 
stick  a  thump  on  the  path. 

"  I  have  done,  Luke,"  said  Vine  quietly. 
"  Come  along ;  Louise  will  think  we  are  very 
long." 

"Louise  will  be  very  glad  to  have  had  an 
hour  or  two  to  herself  without  you  pottering 
about  her.  Hah  !  what  idiots  we  men  are, 
fancying  that  the  women  are  looking  out  for 
us  from  our  point  of  view  when  they  are 
looking  out  from  theirs  for  fear  of  being 
surprised,  and " 

"Here  we  are,  Luke.  Come  in,  my  dear 
boy." 

Uncle  Luke  grunted. 

"  Oh,  I  don't  know,"  he  said,  "  it's  getting 
late.     Perhaps  I  had  better  not  come  in  now." 

"  The  tea  will  be  waiting,"  said  his  brother, 
holding  his  arm  lightly  as  he  rang. 

"  Horribly  dark  for  my  walk  back  after- 
wards," grumbled  Uncle  Luke.  "  Really 
dangerous  place  all  along  there  by  the  cliff. 
No  business  to  be  out  at  night.  Ought  to 
be  at  home." 
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"  Tea  ready,  Liza  ? "  said  George  Vine,  as 
the  door  was  opened,  and  the  pleasant  glow 
from  the  hall  shone  upon  them  in  a  way 
that,  in  spite  of  his  assumed  cynicism,  looked 
tempting  and  attractive  to  Uncle  Luke. 

"  Miss  Louise  hasn't  rung  for  the  urn  yet, 
sir." 

"  Hah  !  that  will  do.  Give  me  your  hat, 
Luke/' 

"  Bah  !  nonsense  !  Think  I  can't  hang  up 
my  own  hat  now. 

George  Vine  smiled,  and  he  shook  his  head 
at  his  brother  with  a  good-humoured  smile 
as  he  let  him  follow  his  own  bent. 

"  That's  right.  Come  along.  Louie  dear, 
I've  brought  Uncle  Luke  up  to  tea.  All  dark  ? 
Liza,  bring  the  lamp." 

Liza  had  passed  through  the  baize-covered 
door  which  separated  the  domestic  offices 
from  the  rest  of  the  house,  and  did  not  hear 
the  order. 

"  Louie  !  Louie  dear  ! " 

"  Oh  !  I  don't  mind  the  dark,"  said  Uncle 
Luke.  "  Here,  why  don't  the  girl  let  in  some 
air  these  hot  nights  ? "  he  continued,  as  he 
crossed  the  room  towards  the  big  embayment, 
with  its  stained  glass  heraldic  device. 

Crack !  crackle ! 
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"  Hullo  here !  Lroken  glass  under  one's 
feet,"  said  Luke  Vine,  with  a  chuckle.  "  This 
comes  of  having  plenty  of  servants  to  keep 
your  place  clean." 

"  Glass  ?" 

"Yes,  glass.  Can't  you  hear  it?"  snarled 
Uncle  Luke,  who,  as  he  found  his  brother 
resume  his  old  demeanour,  relapsed  into  his 
own.  "  There  !  glass — glass — glass  crunching 
into  your  Turkey  carpet." 

As  he  spoke  he  gave  his  foot  a  stamp,  with 
the  result  that  at  each  movement  there  was 
a  sharp  crackling  sound. 

"  It's  very  strange.     Louise  !  " 

"  oh : " 

A  low,  piteous  moan. 

"  What's  that  ?  "  cried  Uncle  Luke  sharply. 

George  Vine  stood  in  the  darkness  para- 
lyzed with  dread.  Some  fresh  trouble  had 
befallen  his  house — some  new  horror  assailed 
him ;  and  his  hand  wandered  vaguely  about 
in  search  of  support  as  a  terrible  feeling  of 
sickness  came  over  him,  and  he  muttered 
hoarsely,  "  Louise  !  my  child  !  my  child  !  " 

Luke  Vine  was  alarmed,  but  he  did  not 
lo  se  his  presence  of  mind. 

"  Margaret — a  fit,"  he  said  to  himself,  as, 
turning  quickly,  his  foot  kicked  against  another 
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portion  of  the  lamp-globe,  which  tinkled  loudly 
as  it  fell  to  pieces. 

He  brushed  by  his  brother,  hurrying  out 
into  the  hall,  to  return  directly  bearing  the 
lamp  which  stood  on  a  bracket,  and  holding 
it  high  above  his  head  as  he  stepped  carefully 
across  the  carpet. 

(l  There  !  there  !  "  whispered  George  Vine, 
pointing  towards  the  fireplace,  where  he  could 
see  a  figure  lying  athwart  the  hearth-rug. 

Then,  as  Luke  held  the  light  higher,  George 
Vine  seemed  to  recover  his  own  presence  of 
mind,  and  going  down  on  one  knee  as  he  bent 
over,  he  turned  the  face  of  the  prostrate  man 
to  the  light. 

"  Duncan  Leslie  ! "  cried  Uncle  Luke  ex- 
citedly, as  he  quickly  set  down  the  lamp  aud 
knelt  on  the  other  side.  "  Where's  Louie  ? 
The  poor  boy's  in  a  fit." 

"  No,  no,"  whispered  his  brother  hoarsely. 
-Look!  look!" 

Luke  drew  in  a  quick,  hissing  breath. 

"  Call  Louie,"  he  said  sharply.  "  Tell  her 
to  bring  something  to  bind  up  his  head — 
scissors,  sponge,  and  water." 

"  Has  he  been  struck  down  ? "  faltered 
George  Vine,  with  the  thought  of  his  old 
friend  rushing  to  his  mind. 
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"No,  no.  Don't  talk.  Here,  your  hand- 
kerchief,  man/'  said  Luke,   who  was  far  the 

more  matter-of-fact.  "A  fall.  Head  cut. 
Slip  on  the  cliff,  I  suppose,  and  he  has  come 
here  for  help." 

Taking  the  handkerchief  passed  to  him  by 
his  brother,  he  rapidly  bound  it  round  the 
place  where  a  deep  cut  was  slowly  welling, 
while  George  Vine  dragged  sharply  at  the 
bell,  and  then  ran  to  the  door  and  called, 
"  Louise  !  Louis-  !  " 

Liza  came  hurrying  into  the  hall,  round- 
eyed  and  startled. 

"  Where  is  your  mistress  ? "  cried  Vine. 

••  Miss  Louise,  sir  ?     Isn't  she  there  ?  " 

"  No.  Go  up  to  her  room  and  fetch  her. 
Perhaps  she  is  with  Miss  Vine." 

"  I'll  go  and  see,  sir,"  said  the  girl  wonder- 
in  gly  :  a n  d  she  ran  u  p  -stairs. 

'''  Help  me  to  get  him  on  the  sofa,  George,'' 
said  Uncle  Luke  ;  and  together  they  placed 
the  injured  man  with  his  head  resting  on  a 
cushion. 

"  Now,  then,  I  think  we  had  better  have 
Knatchbull.  He  must  have  had  a  nasty  fall. 
Send  your  girl ;  or  no,  I'll  go  myself." 

'■  No,"  said  Leslie  feebly  ;   "  don't  go." 

"  Ah !  that's  better.    You  heard  what  I  said  \ " 

VOL.  III.  h 
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"  Yes  ;  what  you  said." 

It  was  a  feeble  whisper,  and  as  the  brothers 
bent  over  the  injured  man,  they  could  see  that 
he  was  gazing  wildly  at  them  with  a  face  full 
of  horror  and  despair. 

"  I'll    trot    down    and     fetch     Knatchbull," 
whispered  Uncle  Luke. 
"  No." 

The  negative  came  from  Leslie,  who  was 
lying  back  with  his  eyes  closed,  and  it  was  so 
decisive  that  the  brothers  paused. 

At  that  moment  Liza  entered  the  room. 
"  She  isn't  up-stairs,  sir. — Ow  !  " 
The  girl  had  caught  sight  of  Leslie's  ghastly 
face,   and  she  uttered  an   excited  howl,   and 
thrust  her  fingers  into  her  ears. 

Leslie  looked  up  at  George  Vine  vacantly 
for  a  moment,  and  then  light  seemed  to  come 
to  his  clouded  brain,  and  his  lips  moved. 

"  Say  it  again,"  said  Vine,  bending  over 
him. 

"  Send — her — away,"  whispered  the  injured 
man. 

"  Yes,  of  course.  Liza,  go  and  wait — no ; 
get  a  basin  of  water,  sponge,  and  towel,  and 
bring  them  when  I  ring." 

The  girl  looked  at  him  wildly,  but  she  had 
not  heard  his  words ;  and  Uncle  Luke  put  an 
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end  to  the  difficulty  by  taking  her  arm  and 
leading  her  into  the  hall. 

"  Go  and  get  sponge  and  basin.  Mr.  Leslie 
has  fallen  and  hurt  himself.  Now,  don't  be 
stupid.     You  needn't  cry." 

The  girl  snatched  her  arm  away  and  ran 
through  the  baize  door. 

"  Just  like  a  woman ! "  muttered  Uncle 
Luke  as  he  went  back  ;  "  no  use  when  she's 
wanted.     Well,  how  is  he  ?  " 

Leslie  heard  the  whisper,  and  turned  his 
eyes  upon  him  with  a  look  of  recognition. 

"  Better,"  he  whispered.     "Faint — water." 

George  Vine  opened  the  cellarette,  and 
gave  him  a  little  brandy,  whose  reviving 
power  proved  wonderful.  But  after  heaving 
a  deep  sigh,  he  lay  back  with  his  forehead 
puckered. 

"  Hadn't  I  better  fetch  Knatchbull,  my 
lad  ? "  said  Uncle  Luke  gruffly,  but  with  a 
kindly  ring  in  his  voice.  "  Cut  on  the  back  of 
your  head.      He'd  soon  patch  it  up." 

"  No.  Better  soon,"  said  Leslie  in  a  low 
voice.     "  Let  me  think." 

"  Be  on  the  look  out,"  whispered  Uncle  Luke 
to  his  brother.  "  Better  not  let  Louise  come  in." 

Leslie's  eyes  opened  quickly,  and  he  gazed 
from  one  to  the  other. 

H  2 
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"  Better  not  let  her  see  you  till  you  are 
better,"  said  Uncle  Luke,  taking  the  injured 
man  into  their  confidence. 

A  piteous  sigh  escaped  from  Leslie,  and  he 
closed  his  eyes  tightly. 

"  Poor  boy  !  "  said  Uncle  Luke,  "  he  must 
have  had  an  ugly  fall.  Missed  his  way  in  the 
dark,  I  suppose.  George,  you'll  have  to  keep 
him  here  to-night." 

"  Yes,  yes,  of  course,"  said  George  Vine 
uneasily,  for  his  ears  were  on  the  strain  to 
catch  his  child's  step,  and  her  absence  troubled 
him. 

All  at  once  Leslie  made  an  effort  to  sit  up, 
but  a  giddy  sensation  overcame  him,  and  he 
sank  back,  staring  at  them  wildly. 

"  Don't  be  alarmed,"  said  George  Vine 
kindly.     "You  are  faint.     That's  better." 

Leslie  lay  still  for  a  few  moments,  and  then 
made  a  fresh  effort  to  sit  up.  This  time  it  was 
with  more  success. 

"  Give  him  a  little  more  brandy,"  whispered 
Uncle  Luke. 

"  No ;  he  is  feverish,  and  it  may  do  harm. 
Yes,"  he  said  to  Leslie,  as  the  injured  man 
grasped  his  arm,  "  you  want  to  tell  us  how  you 
fell  down." 

"  No,"  said  Leslie  quickly,  but  in   a  faint 
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voice,     "  I    did    not    fall.      It    was    in    the 

struggle." 

"  Struggle  ?  "    cried   Uncle    Luke.     "  Were 

CO 

you  attacked  ? " 

Leslie  nodded  quickly. 

"  Where  ?     Along  the  road  ? " 

"  Xo,"  said  Leslie  hoarsely  ;  "  here." 

"  Here  ? "     exclaimed    the    brothers    in    a 

breath ;    and    then    they    exchanged    glances, 

each  silently  saying  to  the  other,  "  The  poor 

fellow  is  wandering." 

o 

"  There,"  said  Leslie,  "  I  can  think  clearly 
now.  It  all  seemed  like  a  dream.  You  must 
know.  Mr.  Vine.  I  must  tell  you,"  he  added 
piteously.  "  Mr.  Vine,  what  do  you  propose 
doing;  ?  " 

o 

"  Hush  !  "  said  George  Vine,  laying  his  hand 
upon  the  young  man's  shoulder,  "  you  are  iil 
and  excited  now.  Don't  talk  at  present. 
Wait  a  little  while. " 

"  Wait  ?  "  cried  Leslie,  growing  more  excited. 
"  You  do  not  know  what  you  are  saying. 
How  long  have  I  been  lying  here  ?  What 
time  is  it  ?  " 

"  About  nine,"  said  Vine  kindly.  "  Come, 
come,  lie  back  for  a  few  moments.  We'll  get 
some  cold  water,  and  bathe  your  temples." 

"  Man,    you    will    drive    me    mad,"    cried 
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Leslie.  "  Do  you  not — no,  you  have  not 
understood  yet.     Louise — Miss  Vine  !  " 

George  Vine  staswred  as  if  he  had  been 
struck,  and  his  brother  caught  his  arm  as 
he  stood  there  gasping,  with  his  hand  to  his 
throat. 

"  What  do  you  mean  \ "  cried  Uncle  Luke 
sternly. 

"  I  am  sick  and  faint,"  said  Leslie,  pressing 
his  hands  to  his  brow,  as  if  unable  to  think 
clearly.  "  I  remember  now.  I  came  in  to  ask 
about  Mr.  Van  Heldre,  and  a  stranger  was 
with  Miss  Vine.  I  tried  to  stop  him — till  you 
returned.  We  struggled,  and  he  threw  me.  I 
recollect  no  more." 

"  You're  mad  !  "  said  Uncle  Luke  savagely. 
"  Where  is  Louise  ?  " 

His  brother  caught  hold  of  the  back  of  a 
chair  to  support  himself,  and  his  lips  moved, 
but  no  sound  came. 

"  Yes,  I  can  recollect  it  all  clearly  now," 
panted  Leslie.     "  You  must  know  !  " 

And  he  told  them  all. 

They  heard  him  in  silence,  devouring  his 
words,  and  from  time  to  time  exchanging  a 
hurried  glance  of  inquiry. 

"  Bah ! "  ejaculated  Uncle  Luke,  as  the 
young   man    finished.      Then,    changing     his 
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manner,  "  Yes,  of  course.  There,  lie  back, 
my  lad,  and  tell  us  again  after  you've  bad  a 
rest." 

"  No,  no,"  cried  Leslie  passionately,  "  it  is 
wasting  time.  Sbe  was  forced  to  £o.  Sbe  was 
imploring  him  to  let  her  stay  when  I  came 
in,  and  they  must  be  miles  away  by  now. 
For  Heaven's  sake  do  something  before  it  is  too 
late." 

"  A  Frenchman  ? "  said  Uncle  Luke  eagerly. 

"  Yes ;  he  spoke  to  her  in  French,  as  well 
as  in  English." 

"  And  did  my  niece  speak  to  him  in 
French  ! " 

"  No ;  she  was  appealing  to  him  in  English, 
but  he  spoke  at  times  in  French." 

"  Do  you  hear  this,  George  %  Has  Louise  a 
French  friend  ?  " 

"  No,"  cried  her  father  angrily,  "it  is  a 
delusion." 

"  I  would  to  Heaven  it  were,"  groaned  Leslie, 
"  I  would  to  Heaven  it  were  ! " 

George  Vine  crossed  to  the  bell-pull,  and 
rang  sharply,  repeating  the  summons  before 
Liza  had  time  to  enter  the  room. 

"  When  did  you  see  your  mistress  last  ? "  he 
said  sharply. 

"  When  I  took  in  the  lamp,  sir." 
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Liza  knew  no  more,  and  was  dismissed, 
after  staring  vvonderingly  from  one  to  the 
other. 

"  Stop  !  "  cried  Uncle  Luke.  "  Go  up  and 
ask  Miss  Vine  if  my  niece  has  been  with  her/' 

Liza  returned  with  an  answer  in  the  nega- 
tive ;  and  as  soon  as  they  were  alone,  Leslie 
said  piteously, 

"  You  disbelieve  me." 

"No,  no,  my  lad,"  said  Uncle  Luke;  "we 
only  think  you  are  suffering  from  your  fall, 
and  distrust  what  you  have,  or  think  you  have, 
seen." 

"  Think  !  "  said  Leslie  angrily. 

"  You  say  some  man  was  with  my  niece — a 
Frenchman/' 

"  Yes ;  I  am  bound  to  tell  you  for  her 
sake." 

"It  is  not  true,"  cried  George  Vine  fiercely. 

They  looked  at  him  with  surprise,  for  he 
seemed  transformed  from  the  quiet,  mild-look- 
ing man  to  one  full  of  fierce  determination  as 
he  stood  there  with  flashing  eyes. 

"  My  daughter  knew  no  Frenchman." 

Leslie  winced  as  if  stung,  for  the  mental 
suggestion  was  there  that  Louise  had  hood- 
winked her  father  and  kept  up  some  clandestine 
engagement  with  this  man. 
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"  Do  you  hear  me  ? "  cried  Vine  angrily. 
"  I  say  it  is  not  true.  Mr.  Leslie,  you  have 
been  deceived,  or  you  have  deceived  yourself. 
I  beg  your  pardon.  You  are  not  yourself.  It 
is  useless  to  discuss  this  further.  Luke,  all  this 
seems  mysterious  because  we  have  no  key  to 
the  puzzle.  Pish !  puzzle  !  it  is  no  puzzle. 
Louise  will  be  here  shortly.  Mr.  Leslie,  be 
advised  :  lie  still  for  an  hour,  and  then  my 
brother  and  I  will  see  you  home.  Or,  better 
still,  let  me  offer  you  the  hospitality  of  my 
house  for  the  night.'1 

The  cloud  that  had  obscured  Leslie's  brain 
had  now  passed  away,  leaving  his  mental 
perceptions  clear,  while  his  temper  was  ex- 
acerbated by  the  injury  he  had  received,  and 
by  the  agony  he  suffered  on  account  of  Louise. 
In  place  of  lying  back,  he  rose  from  the  couch 
and  faced  George  Vine,  with  his  lips  quivering 
and  an  angry  look  in  his  eyes. 

•'•'Look,''  he  said  hoarsely,  "I  am  weak  and 
helpless.  If  I  take  a  few  steps  I  shall  reel 
and  fall,  or  I  would  do  what  I  tried  to  do 
before,  act  on  her  behalf.  You  mock  at 
my  words.  You,  her  father,  and  stand  there 
wasting  time  :  valuable  time,  which,  if  used 
now,  might  save  that  poor  girl  from  a  life  of 
misery.     Do  you  hear  me  I     I  tell  you  she  has 
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gone — fled  with  that  man.  He  forced  her  to 
go  with  threats.     Do  you  not  hear  me  ? " 

"  Leslie,  my  lad,"  said  Uncle  Luke,  "  be 
calm,  be  calm." 

"  You  are  as  mad  and  blind  as  he  ! "  cried 
Leslie.  "  Heaven  help  me,  and  I  am  as  weak 
as  a  child." 

He  strode  towards  the  door,  and  proved  the 
truth  of  his  words,  for  he  tottered,  and  would 
have  fallen  but  for  Uncle  Luke. 

"  There,  you  see,"  he  cried  fiercely,  "  I  can 
do  nothing,  and  you,  uncle  and  father,  stand 
blind  to  the  misery  and  disgrace  which  threaten 
you." 

"  Silence  !  "  cried  George  Vine  ;  "  I  can  hear 
no  more." 

He  turned  upon  Leslie  fiercely. 

"Your  words,  sir,  are  an  insult  to  me,  an 
insult  to  my  child.  I  tell  you  I  can  hear  no 
more.  What  you  say  is  false.  My  daughter 
could  not  leave  my  house  like  this.  Go,  sir, 
before  I  say  words  which  I  may  afterwards 
repent,  and — and " 

"  George,  man,  what  is  it  ? "  cried  Uncle 
Luke,  as  his  brother's  words  trailed  off,  and 
he  stopped  suddenly  in  the  agitated  walk  he 
had  kept  up  to  and  fro  while  he  was  addressing 
Leslie. 
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There  was  no  answer  to  the  agitated  ques- 
tion, for  George  Vine  was  gazing  clown  at 
something  beside  the  table,  lying  half  covered 
by  the  dragged-aside  cloth. 

Whatever  it  was  it  seemed  to  act  as  a  spell 
upon  the  old  naturalist,  whose  eyes  were  fixed, 
and  his  whole  aspect  that  of  one  suddenly  fixed 
by  some  cataleptic  attack. 

"What  is  it?  Are  you  ill?"  cried  Uncle 
Luke  excitedly,  as  he  stepped  forward.  "  Hah, 
a  letter ! " 

He  was  in  the  act  of  stooping  to  pick  it  up, 
but  his  act  seemed  to  rouse  his  brother  from 
his  lethargy,  and  he  caught  him  by  the  arm. 

"  No,  no,"  he  whispered;  and  slowly  putting 
his  brother  back,  he  stooped  and  stretched  out 
his  hand  to  pick  up  the  half-hidden  letter. 

They  could  see  that  his  hand  trembled 
violently,  and  the  others  stood  watching  every 
act,  for  the  feeling  was  strong  upon  both  that 
the  letter  which  Vine  raised  and  held  at  arm's 
length  contained  the  explanation  needed. 

George  Vine  held  the  letter  toward  the 
shaded  lamp,  and  then  passed  his  left  hand 
over  his  eyes,  and  uttered  a  hoarse  sigh,  which 
seemed  as  if  torn  from  his  heart. 

"  I — I  can't  read,"  he  whispered — "eyes  dim 
to-night,  Luke.     Read." 
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Uncle  Luke's  hand  trembled  now  as  he 
took  the  missive,  and  slowly  tore  open  the 
envelope ;  but  as  he  drew  out  the  letter  it 
was  snatched  from  his  hands  by  his  brother, 
who  held  it  beneath  the  lamp-shade  and  bent 
down  to  read. 

He  raised  himself  up  quickly  and  passed 
his  hand  across  his  eyes,  as  if  to  sweep  away 
some  film  which  hindered  his  reading,  and  the 
silence  in  that  room  was  terrible  as  he  bent 
down  again. 

A  strong  pang  of  suffering  shot  through 
Duncan  Leslie  as  he  saw  the  old  man's  lips 
quivering,  while  he  read  in  a  slow,  laborious 
way,  the  few  lines  contained  in  the  note,  and 
then,  after  once  more  making  an  effort  to  clear 
his  vision,  he  seemed  to  read  it  again. 

"George — brother — why  don't  you  speak?" 
said  Uncle  Luke  at  last. 

George  Vine  looked  up  in  a  curiously  dazed 
way. 

"  Speak  ?  "  he  said  huskily  ;   "  speak  ? " 

"  Yes  ;  is  that  from  Louise  ?" 

He  bowed  his  head  in  assent. 

"  Well,  what  does  she  say,  man  ?  What 
does  it  mean  ?  " 

George  Vine  looked  in  his  brother's  eyes 
once  more — the  same  curiously  dazed  look  as 
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if  lie  hardly  comprehended  what  was  taking 
place.  Then  he  slowly  placed  the  note  in 
Luke's  hands. 

There  was  no  slow,  dazed  manner  here,  for 
the  old  cynic  was  full  of  excitement,  and  he 
seemed  to  read  the  note  at  a  glance. 

"  Gone  !  "  he  said.     "  Then  she  has  gone  ?  " 

"Yes,"  said  his  brother  slowly;  "she  has 
gone." 

"But  this  man,  George — this  man,  Leslie. 
Don't  stare,  man,  speak." 

"  What  do  you  wish  me  to  say,  sir  ? "  said 
Leslie,  hoarsely. 

"  Who  was  he  ?     What  was  he  like  ?  " 

"  I  could  not  see  his  face,  he  kept  it  averted. 
I  can  tell  you  no  more,  sir.  I  tried  to  force 
him  to  stay  till  Mr.  Vine's  return,  as  I  before 
told  you,  and  you  saw  the  result." 

"  A  Frenchman  %  " 

"  He  spoke  in  French." 

"  George,  had  you  any  suspicion  of  this  ? " 

"No." 

"  You  never  heard  word  ?  " 

"  I  never  heard  word." 

"But  it  must  have  been  o'oino;  on  for 
lono-  enough.  And  you  knew  nothing  what- 
ever  ? " 

"  And    I    knew    nothing    whatever,"    said 
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George  Vine,  his  words  coming  slowly  and 
in  a  voice  which  sounded  perfectly  calm. 

"  Then  you  know  from  what  black  cloud 
this  bolt  has  come  ? " 

"I — I  know  nothing,"  said  Vine,  in  the 
same  slow,  strange  way. 

"  Then,  I  can  tell  you,"  cried  Luke,  furi- 
ously. "  If  ever  man  nursed  viper  at  his 
fireside,  you  have  done  this,  for  it  to  sting 
you  to  the  heart.  Hah  ! "  he  cried,  as  the 
door  opened  and  Aunt  Marguerite  sailed  in, 
drawing  herself  up  in  her  most  dignified  way, 
as  she  saw  who  was  present,  and  then  ignoring 
both  strangers,  she  turned  to  her  brother. 

"  What  is  the  meaning  of  these  inquiries  ? " 
she  said  sternly.     "  Where  is  Louise  ? " 

"  Ask  your  own  heart,  woman,"  cried  Uncle 
Luke,  furiously.  "Gone  —  gone  with  some 
wretched  French  impostor  of  your  introduction 
here." 

Aunt  Marguerite  gazed  at  him  angrily. 

"  I  say  where  is  Louise  ? "  she  cried  ex- 
citedly. 

"  Mr.  Leslie,"  said  George  Vine,  after  draw- 
ing a  long  breath,  his  sister's  shrill  voice 
having  seemed  to  rouse  him  ;  "  you  will  for- 
give a  weak,  trusting  old  man  for  what  he 
said  just  now  ?  " 
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"  Forgive  you.  Mr.  Vine  !  " 

"  I  was  sure  of  it.     Thank  you.     I  am  very 

weak." 

"  But  Louise  ?  "  cried  Aunt  Marguerite. 

"Bead  her  letter.  Gone!"  cried  Uncle 
Luke  fiercely,  as  he  thrust  the  note  in  the 
old  woman's  face. 

"  Gone  ! "  said  George  Vine,  staring  straight 
before  him  with  the  curious  look  in  his  eyes 
intensified,  as  was  the  stony  aspect  of  his  face. 
"  Gone  I     Thank  God— thank  God  !  " 

"  George,  what  are  you  saying  V  cried  Uncle 
Luke  excitedly. 

"  I  say  thank  God  that  my  dear  wife  was 
not  spared  to  me  to  see  the  blow  that  has 
fallen  upon  my  home  to-night." 

Brother,  sister,  Duncan  Leslie  stood  gazing 
at  the  silvered  head,  dimly  seen  above  the 
shaded  lamp.  The  face  was  unnaturally  calm 
and  strange ;  and  weak  as  he  was,  Duncan 
Leslie  sprang  forward.  He  had  seen  what  was 
coming,  and  strove  vainly  to  save  the  stricken 
man,  for  George  Vine  seemed  to  have  been 
robbed  of  all  power,  and  fell  with  a  weary 
moan  senseless  at  his  brother's  feet. 


CHAPTER  IX. 

BROKEN    WITH    THE    EIGHT. 

"  Better  stop  where  you  are,  man,"  said 
Uncle  Luke. 

"  No,"  said  Leslie,  as  he  stood  gazing; 
straight  before  him  as  one  who  tries  to  see 
right  on  into  the  future  along  the  vista  of 
one's  own  life. 

"  But  it  is  nearly  one  o'clock.  Sit  down 
there  and  get  a  nap." 

"No.  I  must  go  home,"  said  Leslie  slowly, 
and  in  a  measured  way,  as  if  he  were  trying 
to  frame  his  sentences  correctly  in  carrying  on 
the  conversation  while  thinking  of  something 
else. 

"  Well,  you  are  your  own  master." 

"  Yes,"  said  Leslie.      "  How  is  he  ?  " 

"  Calmer  now.  He  was  half  mad  when 
he  came  to,  and  Knatchbull  was  afraid  of 
brain  fever,  but  he  gave  him  something  to 
quiet  the  excitement.  Better  have  given  you 
something  too." 
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"  What  are  you  going  to  do  ? "  said  Leslie, 
turning  upon  the  old  man  suddenly,  and  with 
a  wild  look  in  his  eyes. 

"  Do  nothing  rashly,"  said  Uncle  Luke. 

"  But  time  is  flying,  man." 

"  Yes.  Always  is,"  said  Uncle  Luke,  coolly, 
as  he  watched  his  companion  with  half- closed 
eyes. 

"  But " 

"  That  will  do.  I  cannot  discuss  the  matter 
to-night,  my  head's  in  a  whirl.  Do  nothing 
rashly  is  a  capital  maxim." 

"  But  we  are  wasting  time." 

"  Look  here,  young  man,"  said  Uncle  Luke, 
taking  Leslie  by  the  lappet  of  the  coat.  "  I'm 
not  blind.  I  dare  say  I  can  see  as  far  through 
you  as  most  people  can.  I  am  an  old  man, 
and  at  my  time  of  life  I  can  be  calm  and 
dispassionate,  and  look  on  at  things  judicially." 

"  Judicially  ?  "  said  Leslie  bitterly  ;  "  any 
child  could  judge  here." 

"Oh,  no,"  said  the  old  man  ;  "  big  child  as 
you  are,  you  can't." 

"  What  do  you  mean  ?  " 

"  That  you  are  only  a  big  stupid  boy, 
Duncan  Leslie." 

"  Don't  insult  me  in  my  misery,  man." 

"  Not  I,  my  lad.     I  like  you  too  well.     I 

VOL.  III.  I 
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am  only  playing  the  surgeon,  hurting  you  to 
do  you  good.  Look  here,  Leslie,  you  are  in 
pairi,  and  you  are  madly  jealous." 

"  Jealous  !  "  cried  the  young  man  scornfully, 
"of  whom?" 

"  My  niece — that  man — both  of  them." 

"  Not  I.  Angry  with  myself,  that's  all,  for 
being  an  idiot." 

"  And  because  you  are  angry  with  yourself, 
you  want  to  follow  and  rend  that  man  who 
knocked  you  down  ;  and  because  you  call  your- 
self an  idiot  for  being  deeply  attached  to 
Louise,  you  are  chafing  to  go  after  her,  and  at 
any  cost  bring  her  back  to  throw  yourself  at 
her  feet,  and  say,  *  Don't  have  him,  have 
me.'" 

"  Ah  !  "  cried  Leslie  furiously.  "  There, 
you  are  an  old  man  and  licensed." 

"  Yes,  I  am  the  licensed  master  of  our 
family,  Leslie,  and  I  always  speak  my 
mind." 

"  Yes,  you  sit  there  talking,  when  your 
duty  is  to  followT  and  bring  your  niece  back 
from  disgrace,"  cried  the  young  man  furiously. 

"  Thank  you  for  teaching  me  my  duty,  my 
lad.  You  have  had  so  much  more  experience 
than  I.  All  the  same,  Duncan  Leslie,  my  hot- 
headed Scot,  I  am  going  to  sleep  on  it,  and 
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that's  what  I  advise  you  to  do.  There  :  be 
reasonable,  man.  You  know  you  are  not  in  a 
condition  for  dispassionate  judgment." 

"  I  tell  you  any  one  could  judge  this  case/' 
said  Leslie  hotly. 

"  And  I  tell  you,  my  dear  boy,  that  it  would 
have  puzzled  Solomon." 

"  Will  you  go  in  search  of  her  directly  \ " 

"Will  I  go  out  in  the  dark,  and  run  my 
head  against  the  first  granite  wall  \  Xo,  my 
boy,  I  will  not." 

-Then  I  must." 

"  What,  run  your  head  against  a  wall  ?  " 

"  Bah  ! " 

;;  Look  here,  Leslie,  I've  watched  you,  my 
lad,  for  long  enough  past.  I  saw  you  take  a 
fancy  to  my  darling  niece  Louie  ;  and  I  felt 
as  if  I  should  like  to  come  behind  and  pitch 
you  off  the  cliff.  Then  I  grew  more  reason- 
able, for  I  found  by  careful  watching  that 
you  were  not  such  a  bad  fellow  after  all,  and 
what  was  worse,  it  seemed  to  me  that,  in  spite 
of  her  aunt's  teaching,  Louie  was  growing  up 
into  a  clever  sensible  girl,  with  only  one 
weakness,  and  that  a  disposition  to  think  a 
little  of  you." 

Leslie  made  an  angry  gesture. 

"  Come,  my  lad,  I'll  speak  plainly,  and  put 

I   2 
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aside  all  cynical  nonsense.  Answer  me  this  : 
How  long  have  you  known  my  niece  ?  " 
"  What  does  that  matter  ?  " 
"Much.  I'll  tell  you.  About  a  year,  and 
at  a  distance.  And  yet  you  presume,  in  your 
hot-headed,  mad,  and  passionate  way,  to  sit  in 
judgment  upon  her,  and  to  treat  my  advice 
with  contempt." 

"You  cannot  see  it  all  as  I  do." 
"  Thank  goodness  !  "  muttered  Uncle  Luke. 
"  You  did  not  witness  what  I  did  to-night." 
"  No.     I  wish  I  had  been  there." 
"  I  wish  you  had,"  said  Leslie,  bitterly. 
"Now  you   are  growing    wild    again.      Be 
calm,  and  listen.     Now  I  say  you  have  known 
our  child  a  few  months  at  a  distance,  and  you 
presume  to  judge  her.     I  have  known  her  ever 
since  she  was  the  little  pink  baby  which  I  held 
in  these  hands,  and  saw  smile  up  in  my  face, 
I  have  known  her  as  the  patient,  loving,  un- 
wearying daughter,  the  forbearing  niece  to  her 
eccentric  aunt — and  uncle,  my  lad.  You  ought 
to  have  said  that.     I  have  known  her  these 
twenty  years  as  the  gentle  sister  who  fought 
hard  to  make  a  sensible  man  of  my  unfor- 
tunate nephew.     Moreover,  I  have  known  her 
in  every  phase,  and  while  I  have  openly  snarled 
and  sneered  at  her,  I  have  in  my  heart  groaned 
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and  said  to  myself,  what  a  different  life  might 
mine  have  been  had  I  known  and  won  the  love 
of  such  a  woman  as  that." 

"  Oh,  yes,  I  grant  all  that,"  said  Leslie, 
hurriedly  ;  "  but  there  was  the  vein  of  natural 
sin  within." 

"  Natural  nonsense,  sir  !  "  cried  Uncle  Luke, 
angrily.  "  How  dare  you  !  A  holier,  truer 
woman  never  breathed." 

"  Till  that  scoundrel  got  hold  of  her  and 
cursed  her  life,"  groaned  Leslie.  "  Yes, 
trample  on  me.     I  suppose  I  deserve  it." 

"  Yes,"  cried  the  old  man,  "  if  only  for 
daring  to  judge  her,  when  I  tell  you  that  with 
all  my  knowledge  of  her  and  her  life,  I  dare 
not.  Xo,  my  lad,  I'm  going  to  sleep  on  it,  and 
in  the  morning  see  if  I  can't  find  out  the  end 
of  the  thread,  of  the  clue  which  will  lead  us  to 
the  truth." 

"  There  is  no  need,"  groaned  Leslie.  "  We 
know  the  truth." 

"  And  don't  even  know  who  this  man  is.  No, 
indeed,  we  do  not  know  the  truth.  All  right, 
my  lad,  I  can  read  your  looks.  I'm  a  trustiug, 
blind  old  fool,  am  I  \  Very  well,  jealous  pate, 
but  I  warn  you,  I'm  right  and  you're  wrong." 

"  Would  to  Heaven  I  were  !  I'd  give  ten 
years  of  my  life  that  it  could  be  proved." 
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"  Give  ten  years  of  nonsense.  How  gener- 
ous people  are  at  making  gifts  of  the  impos- 
sible !  But  look  here,  Duncan  Leslie,  I'll 
have  you  on  your  knees  for  this  when  we 
have  found  out  the  mystery ;  and  what  looks 
so  black  and  blind  is  as  simple  as  A  B  C. 
Trash  !  bolt  with  some  French  adventurer  ? 
Our  Louie  !  Eubbish,  sir  !  Everything  will  be 
proved  by  and  by.  She  couldn't  do  it.  Loves 
her  poor  old  father  too  well.  There,  once 
more  take  my  advice,  lie  down  there  and  have 
a  nap,  and  set  your  brain  to  work  in  the 
sunshine,  not  in  the  dark." 

"  No." 

"  Going  ? " 

"Yes,  I  am  going.     Good-night,  sir." 

"  Good-night,  you  great  stupid,  obstinate, 
thick-headed  Scotchman,"  growled  Uncle 
Luke,  as  he  let  him  out,  and  stood  listening 
to  his  retiring  steps.  "  I  hope  you'll  slip  over 
the  cliff  and  half  kill  yourself.  There's  some- 
thing about  Duncan  Leslie  that  I  like  after 
all,"  he  muttered,  as  he  went  back  to  the 
dining-room,  and  after  a  few  minutes'  thought, 
went  softly  up  to  his  brother's  chamber,  to 
find  him  sleeping  heavily  from  the  effect  of 
the  sedative  given  by  the  doctor. 

Uncle  Luke  stole  out  quietly,  shook  his  fist 
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at  his  sister's  door,  and  then  went  below  to  sit 
for  a  while  studying  Louise's  letter,  before 
lying  down  to  think,  and  dropping  off  to  sleep 
with  the  comforting  self-assurance  that  all 
would  come  right  in  the  end. 

Meanwhile  Duncan  Leslie  had  goue  down 
the  steep  descent,  and  made  his  way  to  the 
foot  of  the  cliff-path,  up  which,  with  brain  and 
heart  throbbing  painfully,  he  slowly  tramped. 
The  night  was  dull  and  cold,  and  as  he 
ascended  toward  Luke  Vine's  rough  cottage, 
he  thought  of  how  often  he  had  met  Louise  on 
her  way  up  there  to  her  uncle's ;  and  how  he 
had  often  remained  at  a  distance  watching 
from  his  own  place  up  at  the  mine  the  grace- 
ful form  in  its  simple  attire,  and  the  sweet, 
earnest  face,  whose  eyes  used  once  to  meet 
his  so  kindly,  and  with  so  trusting  a  look. 

"  Sleep  on  it !  "  he  said,  as  he  recalled  the 
old  man's  words.  "  No  sleep  will  ever  make 
me  think  differently.  I  must  have  been  mad 
— I  must  have  been  mad." 

He  had  reached  the  old  man's  cottage,  and 
almost  unconsciously  stopped  and  seated  him- 
self on  the  rough  block  of  granite  which  was 
Uncle  Luke's  favourite  spot  when  the  sun 
shone. 

Before  him  lay  the  sea  spreading  out  deep 
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and  black,  and  as  impenetrable  as  to  its 
mysteries  as  the  blank  future  he  sought  to 
fathom  ;  and  as  he  looked  ahead,  the  sea, 
the  sky,  the  future  all  seemed  to  grow  more 
black. 

His  had  been  a  busy  life  ;  school,  where  he 
had  been  ambitious  to  excel ;  college,  where 
he  had  worked  still  more  hard  for  honours, 
with  the  intention  of  studying  afterwards  for 
the  bar  ;  but  fate  had  directed  his  steps  in 
another  direction,  and  through  an  uncle's  wish 
and  suggestions,  backed  by  the  fact  that  he 
held  the  mine,  Duncan  Leslie  found  himself, 
when  he  should  have  been  eating  his  dinners 
at  the  Temple,  partaking  of  them  in  the  far 
West  of  England,  with  a  better  appetite,  and 
perhaps  with  better  prospects  from  a  monetary 
point  of  view. 

His  had  been  so  busy  a  life  that  the  love- 
iclleness  complaint  of  a  young  man  was  long 
in  getting  a  hold,  but  when  it  did  seize  him, 
the  malady  was  the  more  intense. 

He  sat  there  upon  the  old,  worn  piece  of 
granite,  making  no  effort  to  go  farther,  but 
letting  his  memory  drift  back  to  those  halcyon 
days  when  he  had  first  begun  to  know  that  he 
possessed  a  heart  disposed  to  turn  from  its 
ordinary  force-pump  work  to  the  playing  of  a 
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sentimental  part  such  as  had  stranded  him 
where  he  was,  desolate  and  despairing,  a  wreck 
with  his  future  for  ever  spoiled. 

He  argued  on  like  that,  sometimes  with 
tender  recollections  of  happy  days  when  he 
had  gone  Lack  home  from  some  encounter, 
with  accelerated  pulses  and  a  sensation  of  hope 
and  joy  altogether  new. 

He  dwelt  upon  one  particular  day  when  he 
had  come  down  from  the  mine  to  find  Louise 
seated  where  he  then  was ;  and  as  he  recalled 
the  whole  scene,  he  uttered  a  groan  of  misery, 
and  swept  it  away  by  the  interposition  of  that 
of  the  previous  evening  ;  and  here  his  wrath 
once  more  grew  hot  against  the  man  who  had 
come  between  them,  for  without  vanity  he 
could  feel  that  Louise  had  turned  toward  him 
at  one  time,  and  that  after  a  while  the  memory 
of  the  trouble  which  had  come  upon  them 
would  have  grown  more  faint,  and  then  she 
would  once  more  have  listened  to  his  suit. 

But  for  that  man —  He  ground  his  teeth 
as  he  recalled  Aunt  Marguerite's  hints  and 
smiles  ;  the  allusions  to  the  member  of  the 
French  haute  noblesse;  their  own  connection 
with  the  blue  blood  of  Gaul,  and  his  own 
plebeian  descent  in  Aunt  Marguerite's  eyes. 
And  now  that  the  French  noble  had  arrived, 
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how  noble  he  was  in  presence  and  in  act. 
Stealing  clandestinely  into  the  house  during 
the  father's  absence,  forcing  the  woman  he 
professed  to  love  into  obedience  by  threats, 
till  she  knelt  at  his  feet  as  one  who  pleads  for 
mercy. 

"And  this  is  the  haute  noblesse!"  cried 
Leslie,  with  a  mocking  laugh.  "  Thank 
Heaven,  I  am  only  a  commoner  after  all." 

He  sat  trying  to  compress  his  head  with  his 
hands,  for  it  ached  as  if  it  would  split  apart. 
The  cool  night  breeze  came  off  the  sea,  moist 
and  bearing  refreshment  on  its  wings  ;  but 
Duncan  Leslie  found  no  comfort  in  the  deep 
draught  he  drank.  His  head  burned,  his 
heart  felt  on  fire,  and  he  gazed  straight  before 
him  into  the  blackness  trying  to  make  out  his 
path.  What  should  he  do  ?  Act  like  a  man, 
and  cast  her  off  as  unworthy  of  a  second 
thought,  or  rouse  himself  to  the  manly  and 
forgiving  part  of  seeking  her  out,  dragging 
her  from  this  scoundrel,  and  placing  her  back 
in  her  stricken  father's  arms  ? 

It  was  a  hard  fio4it,  fought  through  the 
darkness  of  that  terrible  night,  as  he  sat  there 
on  the  rock,  with  the  wind  sighing  from  off 
the  sea,  and  the  dull,  low  boom  of  the  waves 
as  they  broke  at  the  foot  of  the  cliff  far  below. 


BROKEN    WITH    THE    FIGHT.  123 

It  was  a  fight  between  love  and  despair, 
between  love  and  hate,  between  the  spirit  of 
a  true,  honest  man  who  loved  once  in  his  life, 
and  the  cruel  spirits  of  suspicion,  jealousy,  and 
malignity,  which  tortured  him  with  their  sug- 
gestions of  Louise's  love  for  one  who  had 
tempted  her  to  leave  her  father's  home. 

As  the  day  approached  the  air  grew  colder, 
but  Duncan  Leslie's  brow  still  burned,  and 
his  heart  seemed  on  fire.  The  darkness  grew 
more  dense,  and  the  fight  still  raged. 

What  should  he  do  ?  The  worse  side  of 
his  fallible  human  nature  was  growing  the 
stronger  :  and  as  he  felt  himself  yielding,  the 
greater  grew  his  misery  and  despair. 

"  My  darling  !  "  he  groaned  aloud,  "  I  loved 
you — I  loved  you  with  all  my  heart." 

He  started,  alarmed  at  his  own  words,  and 
gazed  wildly  round  as  if  expecting  that  some 
one  might  have  heard.  But  he  was  quite 
alone,  and  all  was  so  dark  right  away  ahead. 
Was  there  no  such  thing  as  hope  for  one 
stricken  as  he  1  The  answer  to  his  wild, 
mental  appeal  seemed  to  come  from  the  far 
east,  for  he  suddenly  became  conscious  of  a 
pale,  pearly  light  which  came  from  far  down 
where  sea  and  sky  were  mingled  to  the  sight. 
That  pale,  soft  light  grew  and  grew,  seeming 
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to  slowly  suffuse  the  eastern  sky,  till  all  at 
once  he  caught  sight  of  a  fiery  flake  far  on 
high,  of  another,  and  another,  till  the  whole 
arc  of  heaven  was  ablaze  with  splendour,  from 
which  the  sea  borrowed  glistening  dyes. 

And  as  he  gazed  the  tears  rose  to  his  eyes, 
and  seemed  to  quench  the  burning  fire  in  his 
brain,  as  a  fragment  which  he  had  read  floated 
through  his  memory — 

"  Joy  cometh  in  the  morning — joy  cometh 
in  the  morning." 

Could  joy  ever  again  come  to  such  a  one  as 
he  ?  He  asked  the  question  half-bitterly,  as 
he  confessed  that  the  dense  blackness  had 
passed  away,  and  that  hope  might  still  rise 
upon  his  life,  as  he  now  saw  that  glittering 
orb  of  light  rise  slowly  above  the  sea,  and 
transform  the  glorious  world  with  its  golden 
touch. 

"  No,  no,"  he  groaned,  as  he  rose  to  go  on 
at  last  to  his  desolate  home.  "  I  am  broken 
with  the  fight.  I  can  do  no  more,  and  there 
is  no  cure  for  such  a  blow  as  mine.  Where 
could  I  look  for  help  ?  " 

"Yes;  there,"  he  said  resignedly.  "Ill 
bear  it  like  a  man,"  and  as  he  turned  he  rested 
his  hand  upon  the  rough  granite  wall  to  gaze 
down  the  path,  and  drew  back  with  a  curious 
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catching  of  the  breath,  as  he  saw  the  light 
garments  of  a  woman  pass  a  great  patch  of  the 
black  shaly  rock. 

Madelaine  Van  Heldre  was  hurrying  up  the 
cliff  path  towards  where  he  had  passed  those 
long  hours  of  despair. 


CHAPTER   X. 

A   STEANGE    SUMMONS. 

Madelaine  Van  Heldre  closed  the  book 
and  sat  by  the  little  table  gazing  towards  her 
father's  bed. 

Since  he  had  been  sufficiently  recovered  she 
had  taken  her  father's  task,  and  read  the 
chapter  and  prayers  night  and  morning  in 
his  bedroom — a  little  later  on  this  night,  for 
George  Vine  had  stayed  longer  than  usual. 

Madelaine  sat  looking  across  the  chamber  at 
where  her  father  lay  back  on  his  pillow  with 
his  eyes  closed,  and  her  mother  seated  by  the 
bed's  head  holding  his  hand,  the  hand  she  had 
kept  in  hers  during  the  time  she  knelt  and 
ever  since  she  had  risen  from  her  knees. 

Incongruous  thoughts  come  at  the  best  of 
times,  and,  with  the  tears  standing  in  her 
eyes,  Madelaine  thought  of  her  many  en- 
counters with  Aunt  Marguerite,  and  of  the 
spiteful  words.  She  did  not  see  why  a  Dutch- 
man should  not  be  as  good  as  a  Frenchman, 
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but  all  the  same  there  was  a  little  of  the  love 
of  descent  in  her  heart,  and  as  she  gazed  at 
the  fine  manly  countenance  on  the  pillow,  with 
its  closely- cut  gray  hair  displaying  the  broad 
forehead,  and  at  the  clipped  and  pointed  beard 
and  moustache,  turned  quite  white,  she  thought 
to  herself  that  if  Aunt  Vlaro-uerite  could  see 

o 

her  father  now  she  would  not  dare  to  argue 
about  his  descent. 

The  veil  of  tears  grew  thicker  in  her  eyes, 
and  one  great  drop  fell  with  a  faint  pat  upon 
the  cover  of  the  Prayer-book  as  she  thought 
of  the  past,  and  that  the  love  in  her  heart 
would  not  be  divided  now.  It  would  be  all 
for  those  before  her,  and  help  to  make  their 
path  happier  to  the  end. 

"  '  And  forgive  us  our  trespasses  as  we  for- 
give them  that  trespass  against  us,'"  said  Van 
Heldre  thoughtfully.  "  Grand  words,  wife — 
grand  words.  Hah  !  I  feel  wonderfully  better 
to-night.  George  Vine  acted  like  a  tonic. 
I've  lain  here  hours  thinking  that  our  old 
companionship  would  end,  but  I  feel  at  rest 
now.  His  manner  seemed  to  say  that  the 
olel  brotherly  feeling  would  grow  stronger,  and 
that  the  past  was  to  be  forgotten." 

He  stoppeel  short,  and  a  faint  flush  came 
into  his  pale  cheeks,  for  on  opening  his  eyes 
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they  had  encountered  the  wistful  look  in 
Madelaine's.  He  had  not  thought  of  her 
sufferings,  but  now  with  a  rush  came  the 
memories  of  her  confession  to  him  of  her 
love  for  Harry  on  that  day  when  she  had 
asked  him  to  take  the  young  man  into  his 
office. 

"  My  darling  ! "  he  said  softly,  as  he  held 
out  his  arms  ;  and  the  next  moment  she  was 
folded  sobbiug  to  his  heart. 

No  word  was  spoken  till  the  nightly  parting; 
no  word  could  have  been  spoken  that  would 
have  been  more  touching  and  soothing  than 
that  embrace. 

Then  "  Good-night !  "  and  Madelaine  sought 
the  solitude  of  her  own  chamber,  to  sit  by  the 
open  window  listening  to  the  faintly  heard 
beat  of  the  waves  upon  the  bar  at  the  mouth 
of  the  harbour.  Her  spirit  was  low  and  the 
hidden  sorrow  that  she  had  fought  hard  to 
keep  down  all  through  the  past  trouble  had  its 
way  for  the  time,  till,  at  last  wearied  out,  she 
closed  her  window  and  went  to  bed.  Still  for 
long  enough  it  was  not  to  sleep,  but  to  think 
of  the  old  boy-and-girl  days,  when  Harry  was 
merely  thoughtless,  and  the  better  part  of  his 
nature,  his  frank  kindness  and  generosity,  had 
impressed  her  so  that  she  had  grown  to  love 
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him  with  increasing  years,  and  in  spite  of 
his  follies  that  love  still  lay  hidden  in  her 
heart. 

•'And  always  will  be  there,"  she  said  softly, 
as  she  felt  that  the  terrible  end  had  been  the 
expiation,  and  with  the  thought  that  in  the 
future  Harry  Tine,  forgiven,  purified — the 
Harry  of  the  past — would  always  be  now  the 
frank,  manly  youth  she  idealized,  she  dropped 
off  to  sleep — a  deep,  restful  slumber,  from 
which  she  started  with  the  impression  full 
upon  her  that  she  had  only  just  closed  her 
eyes.  There  must  have  been  some  noise  to 
awaken  her,  and  she  sat  up  listening,  to  see 
that  it  was  day. 

"  Yes  ?  Did  any  one  knock  %  "  she  said 
aloud,  for  the  terror  was  upon  her  now,  one 
which  had  often  haunted  her  during  the  un- 
nerving past  days — that  her  father  had  been 
taken  worse. 

All  silent. 

Then  a  sharp  pattering  noise  at  her  window, 
as  if  some  one  had  thrown  up  some  shot  or 
pebbles.  She  hurried  out  of  bed,  and  ran  to 
the  window  to  peep  through  the  slit  beside 
the  blind,  to  see  below  in  the  street  Liza,  the 
Vines'  maid,  staring  up. 

"  Louise— ill?     or    Mr.     Vine?"     thought 
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Madelaine,    as    she    quickly   unfastened    and 
opened  the  window. 

"  Yes,  Liza.     Quick  !  what  is  it  ?  " 

"  Oh,  miss,  I've  been  awake  all  night,  and, 
not  knowing  what  to  do,  and  so  I  come 
on." 

"Is  Mr.  Vine  ill?" 

"  No,  ?m  ;  Miss  Louise." 

"  111  ?     I'll  come  on  at  once." 

"  No,  miss  ;  gone,"  whispered  Liza  hoarsely; 
and  in  a  blundering  way  she  whispered  all  she 
knew. 

"  I'll  come  on  and  see  Mr.  Vine,"  said 
Madelaine  hastily,  and  Liza  ran  back,  while 
her  blundering  narrative,  hastily  delivered, 
had  naturally  a  confusing  effect  upon  one  just 
awakened  from  sleep. 

Louise  gone,  Mr.  Leslie  found  bleeding, 
Mr.  Vine  sitting  alone  in  his  room  busy  over 
the  mollusks  in  his  aquaria  !  It  seemed  im- 
possible. Aunt  Marguerite  hysterical.  Every- 
thing so  strange. 

No  mention  had  been  made  of  Uncle  Luke 
by  the  girl,  nor  yet  of  Leslie's  departure. 

"  Am  I  still  dreaming  ?  "  Madelaine  asked 
herself  as  she  hastily  dressed,  "  or  has  some 
fresh  terrible  disaster  come  upon  us  ? " 

"  Upon  us,"  she  said,  for  the  two  families 
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seemed  so  drawn  together  that  one  could  not 
suffer  without  thrilling  the  other's  nerves. 

u  Louise  gone  !     It  is  impossible  ! " 

She  said  that  again  and  again,  trying  all 
the  while  to  be  cool  and  think  out  what  were 
best  to  be  done.  She  felt  that  it  would  be 
better  not  to  alarm  her  father  by  waking  him 
at  that  early  hour,  and  that  she  could  not 
arouse  her  mother  without  his  knowing. 

She  was  not  long  in  deciding. 

Uncle  Luke  had  shown  during  the  troubles 
of  the  past  how  he  could  throw  aside  his 
eccentricity  and  become  a  useful,  helpful 
counsellor,  and  it  seemed  the  natural  thing  to 
send  a  message  up  to  him,  and  beg  him  to 
come  down.  Better  still,  to  save  time,  she 
would  run  up  there  first. 

Liza  had  not  been  gone  a  quarter  of  an  hour 
before  Madelaine  was  well  on  her  way,  after 
stealing  silently  out  of  the  house. 

The  effort  to  be  calm  was  unavailing,  for  a 
wild  fit  of  excitement  was  growing  upon  her, 
and  instead  of  walking  up  the  steep  cliff-path, 
she  nearly  ran. 

"Would  Uncle  Luke  be  at  home  ?  He  was 
eccentric  and  strange  in  his  habits,  and  perhaps 
by  that  time  out  and  away  fishing  off  some 
rocky  point. 

K  2 
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She  scanned  the  rough  pier  by  the  harbour, 
and  shuddered  as  the  scene  of  that  horrible 
night  came  back.  But  there  was  no  sign  of 
the  old  man  there,  neither  could  she  see  him 
farther  away,  and  feeling  hopeful  that  perhaps 
she  would  be  in  time  to  catch  him,  she  hurried 
on,  panting.  As  she  turned  a  corner  of  the 
devious  way,  and  came  in  sight  of  the  cottage, 
with  Leslie's  house  and  mine  chimney  far  up 
at  the  back,  she  stopped  short,  breathless  and 
wonderino-  and  with  a  strange  reaction  at 
work,  suggesting  that,  after  all,  this  was  some 
mythical  invention  on  the  part  of  the  servant, 
for  there  stood  Duncan  Leslie  outside  Uncle 
Luke's  cottage  awaiting  her  comino;. 

o  o  o 


CHAPTER   XL 

HER    DEFENDER. 

"Miss  Van  Heldre!" 

"Mr.    Leslie!      That  woman  came    to  our 

house  this  morning  to  say Oh,  then,  it 

is  not  true  ?  " 

"  Yes,"  he  said  slowly  ;  "  it  is  all  true." 

"  True  that — that  you  were  hurt — that — 
that Oh,  pray  speak  !    Louise — Louise  !  " 

"  Gone  ! "  said  Leslie  hoarsely,  and,  sick  at 
heart  and  suffering,  he  leaned  back  against 
the  wall. 

"  Gone  ?     Louise  gone  ?     Gone  where  \  " 

Leslie  shook  his  head  mournfully,  and  gazed 
out  to  sea. 

"  Why  do  you  not  speak  ? "  cried  Madelaine. 
"Can  you  not  see  how  your  silence  troubles 
me  ?  Mr.  Leslie,  what  is  the  matter  %  You 
were  found  hurt — and  Louise — gone  !  What 
does  it  mean  %  " 

He  shook  his  head  again. 
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"  Where  is  Mr.  Luke  Vine  ? "  cried  Made- 
laine,  turning  from  him  quickly. 

"At  the  house." 

"Then  I  have  come  here  for  nothing,"  she 
cried  agitatedly.  "Mr.  Leslie,  pray,  pray 
speak." 

He  looked  at  her  wistfully  for  a  few 
moments. 

"  What  am  I  to  say  ?  "  he  said  at  last. 

"  Tell  me — everything." 

He  still  remained  retentive ;  but  there  was 
a  grim  smile  full  of  pity  and  contempt  for 
himself  upon  his  lips  as  he  said  coldly — 

"  Monsieur  De  Ligny  has  been." 

"  Monsieur  De  Ligny  ?  " 

"The  French  gentleman,  the  member  of 
the  haute  noblesse  who  was  to  marry  Miss 
Vine." 

Madelaine  looked  at  him  wonderingly. 

"  Mr.  Leslie,"  she  said,  laying  her  hand  upon 
his  arm  and  believing  that  she  saw  delirium 
in  his  eyes,  consequent  upon  his  injury,  her 
late  experience  having  made  her  prone  to 
anticipate  such  a  sequel.  "  Mr.  Leslie,  do  you 
know  what  you  are  saying  ?  " 

"  Yes,  perfectly,"  he  said  slowly.  "  Mon- 
sieur De  Ligny,  the  French  gentleman  of 
whom  Miss  Marguerite  so  often  talked  to  me, 
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came  last  night,  while  Mr.  Vine  was  at  your 
father's,  and  he  was  persuading  Louise  to  go 
with  him,  when  I  interfered  and  said  she 
should  not  o-q  till  her  father  returned." 

"  Yes  ? — well  I  "  said  Madelaine,  watching 
him  keenly. 

"  Well,  there  was  a  stru^o-le,  and  I  grot  the 
worst  of  it.     That's  all." 

"  That  is  not  all !  "  cried  Madelaine  angrily. 
"  Louise,  what  did  she  say  ?  " 

"  Begged  him — not  to  press  her  to  go,"  he 
said  slowly  and  unwillingly,  as  if  the  words 
were  beino;  dragged  out  of  him. 

"Yes?" 

"That  is  all,"  he  said,  still  in  the  same 
slow,  half-dreamy  way.  "  I  heard  no  more. 
When  I  came  to  the  Vines  were  helping  me, 
and — ■ — " 

"  Louise  ?  " 

"  Louise  was  gone." 

"  Mr.  Leslie,"  said  Madelaine  gently,  as  in 
a  gentle,  sympathetic  way  she  laid  her  hand 
upon  his  arm,  "  you  seem  to  have  been  a 
good  deal  hurt.  I  will  not  press  you  to  speak. 
I'm  afraid  you  hardly  know  what  you  say. 
This  cannot  be  true." 

"  Would  to  Heaven  it  were  not ! "  he  cried 
passionately.     "You  think  I   am   wandering. 
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No,  no,  no ;  I  wish  I  could  convince  myself 
that  it  was.      She  is  gone — gone  !  M 

"  Gone  ?     Louise  gone  ?     It  cannot  be." 

"  Yes,"  he  said  bitterly  ;  "  it  is  true.  I 
suppose  when  a  man  ODce  gets  a  strong  hold 
upon  a  woman's  heart  she  is  ready  to  be  his 
slave,  and  obey  him  to  the  end.  I  don't 
know.     I  never  won  a  woman's  love." 

"His  slave — obey — but  who — who  is  this 
man  \ 

"Monsieur  De  Ligny,  I  suppose.  The 
French  nobleman." 

Madelaine  made  a  gesticulation  with  her 
hands,  as  if  throwing  the  idea  aside. 

"No,  no,  no,"  he  said  impatiently.  "It 
is  impossible.  De  Ligny — De  Ligny  ?  You 
mean  that  Louise  Vine,  my  dear  friend,  my 
sister,  was  under  the  influence  of  some  French 
gentleman  unknown  to  me  ?  " 

"  Unknown  to  her  father  too,"  said  Leslie 
bitterly,  "for  he  reviled  me  when  I  told  him." 

"  I  cannot  do  that,"  said  Madelaine  firmly ; 
"  but  I  tell  you  it  is  not  true." 

"As  you  will,"  he  said  coldly;  "  but  I  saw 
her  at  his  knees  last  night." 

"  De  Ligny — a  French  gentleman  ?  " 

"  Yes." 

"  I  tell  you  it  is  impossible." 
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"  But  she  has  gone,"  said  Leslie  coldly. 

"  Gone  1  I  cannot  believe  it.  Mr.  Vine  ? 
He  knows  where  ?  " 

Leslie  shook  his  head  mournfully.  "  Some 
secret  love,"  he  said. 

"  Yes ;  Louise  did  nurture  a  secret  love," 
said  Madelaine  scornfully,  "  and  for  a  man 
unworthy  of  her." 

"Poor  girl!" 

"  Yes  :  poor  girl !  Shame  upon  you,  Dun- 
can Leslie  !  She  may  be  gone  for  some  good 
reason,  but  it  is  not  as  you  say  and  think. 
Louise,  my  sister,  my  poor  suffering  friend, 
carry  on  a  clandestine  intrigue  with  some 
French  gentleman  ?     It  is  not  true." 

"  Yrou  forget  her  aunt — the  influence  she 
has  had  upon  the  poor  girl." 

"  I  forg-et  evervthino;  but  the  fact  that 
Louise  loved  yon,  Duncan  Leslie,  with  all  her 
heart." 

"  Xo,  no,"  he  cried  with  an  angry  start. 

"  I  tell  you  it  is  true,"  cried  Madelaine. 
"  De  Lio'nv  ? — a  French  nobleman  ?  Absurd  ! 
A  fable  invented  by  that  poor  old  half-crazy 
woman  to  irritate  von  and  scare  you  away." 

"  I  might  have  thought  so  once,  but  after 
what  I  saw  last  night " 

M  A  jealous  man  surrounds  all  he  sees  with 
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a  glamour  of  his  own,"  cried  Madelaine.  "  Oh, 
where  is  your  reason  ?  How  could  you  be  so 
ready  to  believe  it  of  the  truest,  sweetest  girl 
that  ever  lived  ?  " 

"  But " 

"  Don't  speak  to  me,"  cried  Madelaine, 
angrily.  "  You  know  what  that  old  woman  is 
with  her  wild  ideas  about  birth  and  position. 
Louise,  deceive  her  father — choat  me — elope  ! 
Duncan  Leslie,  I  did  not  think  you  could  be 
so  weak." 

"  I  will  not  fight  against  your  reproaches," 
he  said,  coldly. 

"  No.  Come  with  me.  Let  us  go  down 
and  see  Uncle  Luke." 

"  But  you  really  think "  he  faltered. 

"  I  really  think  ? "  she  cried,  with  her  eyes 
flashing.     "  Am  I  to  lose  all  faith  and  confi- 
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dence  in  you  ?  I  tell  you  what  you  say  is 
impossible." 

Her  words,  her  manner  sent  flashes  of  hope 
through  the  darkness  that  haunted  Leslie's 
spirit,  and  without  a  word  he  turned  and 
walked  hurriedly  down  with  her  toward  the 
town  till  they  reached  the  seat  in  the  sheltered 
niche  where  he  had  had  that  memorable  con- 
versation with  Aunt  Marguerite. 

There  he  paused,  and  pointed  to  the  seat. 
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"  She  sat  there  with  me,"  he  said  bitterly, 
"  and  poured  her  poison  into  my  ears  till 
under  a  smiling;  face  I  felt  half  mad.  I  have 
tried  so  hard  to  free  myself  from  their  effect, 
but  it  has  been  hard — so  hard.  And  last 
night " 

"  You  saw  something  which  shook  your 
confidence  in  Louise  for  the  moment,  but  that 
is  all  gone  now.*' 

"  I  think— I " 

"  I  vouch  for  niv  friend's  truth,"  said  Made- 
laine  proudly.  "  I  tell  you  that  you  have 
been  deceived." 

Leslie  was  ghastly  pale,  and  the  injury  he 
had  received  and  the  mental  agony  of  the 
past  night  made  him  look  ten  years  older,  as 
he  drew  in  a  catching  breath,  and  then  said 
hastily — 

••Come  on,  and  let  us  find  out  the  truth." 


CHAPTER   XII. 

AUNT    MARGUERITE    FINDS    A    FRIEND. 

Uncle  Luke  met  them  at  the  garden  gate, 
and  took  Madelaine's  hands  in  his,  drawing 
her  toward  him,  and  kissing  her  brow. 

"  Tell  me,  Mr.  Luke,"  she  said  quickly,  "it 
is  not  true  ?  " 

"  What  he  says  is  not  true,  Maddy,"  said 
the  old  man  quietly. 

"  But  Louise  ?  " 

"  Gone,  my  dear.  Left  here  last  night. 
No,"  he  continued,  "  we  know  nothing  except 
what  her  letter  says.  She  has  good  reason  for 
what  she  has  done,  no  doubt,  but  it  is  very 
terrible  for  my  brother." 

Madelaine  darted  a  triumphant  look  at 
Leslie. 

"  Look  here,  my  child,"  said  Uncle  Luke, 
"  I  am  uneasy  about  George.  Go  in  and  see 
him,  and  if  he  says  anything  about  Louie,  you 
will  side  with  me  and  take  her  part  ? " 
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"  Do  you  think  I  could  believe  it  of  Louise  ?  " 
said  Madelaine,  proudly. 

Uncle  Luke  held  her  hand  in  his,  patting  it 
softly  the  while. 

"No,"  he  said,  <:  I  don't  think  you  could. 
Go  to  him  now.  Tell  him  it  will  all  be 
cleared  up  some  day,  perhaps  sooner  than  Ave 
think." 

"  Where  is  he  ?  "  she  said  quietly. 

"  In  his  study." 

She  nodded  her  head  with  a  confident  look 
in  her  eyes,  crossed  the  hall,  and  tapped  at 
the  study  door. 

"  Come  in." 

The  words  bidding  her  to  enter  were  uttered 
in  so  calm  and  matter-of-fact  a  way  that 
Madelaine  felt  startled,  and  Uncle  Luke's 
words,  "I  am  uneasy  about  George,"  came 
with  a  meaning  they  had  not  before  possessed. 

She  entered,  and  stopped  short,  for  there 
before  the  open  window,  close  to  which  was  a 
glass  vessel  full  of  water,  stood  George  Vine, 
busy  with  a  microscope,  by  whose  help  he  was 
carefully  examining  the  structure  of  some 
minute  organism,  while  one  busy  hand  made 
notes  upon  a  sheet  of  paper  at  his  side. 

His  face  was  from  her,  and  he  was  so  intent 
upon  his  task  that  he  did  not  turn  his  head. 
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"  Breakfast  ?  "  he  said  quietly.  "  I  shall 
not  have  any.  Yes,"  he  added  hastily ; 
"  bring  me  a  cup  of  tea,  Liza — no  sugar,  and 
a  little  dry  toast." 

A  pang  shot  through  Madelaine's  heart,  and 
for  a  few  moments  she  strove  vainly  to  speak. 

"  It  is  I,  Mr.  Vine,"  she  faltered  at  last  in  a 
voice  she  did  not  recognize  as  her  own. 

"  Madelaine,  my  child  !  "  he  cried,  starting 
and  dropping  his  pencil  as  he  turned.  "  How 
rude  of  me  !  So  intent  upon  this  beautiful 
preparation  of  mine  here.  Very,  very  glad 
to  see  you,"  he  continued,  as  he  took  her 
hands  in  his.  "  How  is  your  father  this 
morning  ?  " 

"  I — I  have  not  seen  him  this  morning," 
faltered  Madelaine  as  she  gazed  upon  the  pale, 
lined  face  before  her,  to  note  the  change 
thereon,  in  spite  of  the  unnatural  calmness 
which  the  old  man  had  assumed  ;  "  I — I  came 
on  at  once,  as  soon  as  I  had  heard." 

He  drew  in  a  long  breath  as  if  her  words 
were  cutting  him.  Then  raising  her  hands  to 
his  lips  he  kissed  them  tenderly. 

"  Like  you,"  he  said  gently,  "  like  you,  my 
child.  There,  I  have  nothing  to  say,  nothing 
to  hear." 

"  But,  dear  Mr.  Vine,"  cried  Madelaine,  as 
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she  clung  to  him,  and  her  tears  fell  fast,  "  I 

am  sure " 


He  smiled  down  at  her  lovingly,  as  he 
kissed  her  hand  again. 

"Spare  me,  my  child,"  he  said.  "Never 
mention  her  name  again." 

"But,  Mr.  Vine " 

"  Hush,  my  dear !  It  is  like  you,"  he 
whispered.  "  Good,  gentle,  and  forgiving. 
Let  the  whole  of  the  past  be  dead." 

"  But,  Mr.  Vine,  Louise " 

"  Hush  !  "  he  said  sternly.  "  There,  come 
and  sit  down  and  talk  to  me.  No,  my  dear, 
I  had  a  nasty  fainting  attack  last  night,  but 
I  am  not  mad.  You  need  not  fear  that.  Let 
the  past  be  dead,  my  child.  Will  you  bring 
me  some  tea  \  " 

Madelaine's  face  worked  pitifully,  as  she 
clung  to  him  for  a  few  moments,  and  then,  as 
he  resumed  his  place  at  the  table,  she  felt 
that  the  hour  was  not  opportune,  and  turned 
to  leave  the  room. 

At  that  moment  there  was  a  gentle  tap  at 
the  door. 

"  See  who  that  is,  my  child,"  said  Vine, 
qnietly ;  "  and  do  not  let  me  be  interrupted. 
If  it  is  my  brother,  ask  him  not  to  speak  to 
me  to-day." 
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Madelaine  crossed  quickly  to  the  old  man's 
side,  bent  over  him,  and  kissed  his  forehead, 
before  going  to  the  door,  to  find  Uncle  Luke 
waiting. 

"  Maddy,"  he  whispered,  "  tell  my  brother 
that  Margaret  wants  him  to  see  her.  Ask 
him  if  she  may  come  in." 

Madelaine  took  the  message,  and  felt  startled 
at  the  angry  look  in  the  old  man's  face. 

"  No,"  he  cried  peremptorily.  "  I  could  not 
bear  to  see  her.  Maddy,  my  darling,  you  are 
almost  like  a  daughter  to  me.  You  know  all. 
Tell  her  from  me  to  keep  to  her  room,  I  could 
not  trust  myself  to  see  her  now." 

Madelaine  clung  to  him,  with  the  tears 
gathering  in  her  eyes.  From  her  earliest 
childhood  she  had  looked  up  to  him  as  to 
some  near  relative  who  had  treated  her  as 
he  had  treated  his  own  child — her  companion, 
Louise — and  now  as  she  saw  the  agony  de- 
picted in  his  face,  she  suffered  with  him,  and 
in  her  womanly  sympathy  her  tears  still  fell 
fast. 

"But,  dear  Mr.  Vine,"  she  whispered,  "for- 
give me  for  pressing  you  .at  such  a  time,  but 
there  is  some  mistake." 

"  Yes,"  he  said  sternly ;  and  she  shivered  as 
she  saw  how  he  was  changed,  and  heard  how 
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harsh  his  voice  had  grown.  "  Yes,  Made- 
laine,  my  child,  there  has  been  a  terrible  mis- 
take made  by  a  weak,  infatuated  man,  who 
acted  on  impulse  and  never  let  his  mind  stray 
from  the  hobby  he  pursued — mine." 

"  Mr.  Vine  ! " 

"  Hush,  my  child,  I  know.  You  are  going 
to  say  words  that  I  could  not  bear  to  hear 
now.  I  know  what  I  have  done,  I  see  it  too 
plainly  now.  In  my  desire  to  play  a  kindly 
brother's  part,  I  let  that  of  a  father  lapse,  and 
my  punishment  has  come — doubly  come." 

"  If  you  would  only  let  me  speak,"  she 
whispered. 

"  Xot  now — not  now.  I  want  strength  first 
to  bear  my  punishment,  to  bear  it  patiently  as 
a  man." 

It  seemed  to  be  no  time  to  argue  and  plead 
her  friend's  cause,  but  she  still  clung  to  him. 

"  Bear  with  me,"  he  whispered.  "  I  am 
not  going  to  reproach  you  for  what  you  have 
said.     There,  my  dear,  leave  me  now." 

Madelaine  sighed,  and  with  her  brow 
wrinkled  by  the  lines  of  care,  she  stood 
watching  the  old  man  as  he  bent  over  his 
microscope  once  more,  and  then  softly  left 
the  room. 

"  Well  ? "  said  Uncle  Luke  eagerly,  as  she 

VOL.  III.  L 
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joined  him  in  the  hall.  "  What  does  he 
say  ? " 

"  That  he  will  not  see  her.  That  he  could 
not  trust  himself  to  meet  her  now/' 

"  Ah  !  " 

Madelaine  started,  and  turned  sharply  round 
as  a  piteous  wail  fell  upon  her  ears. 

Aunt  Marguerite  was  standing  within  the 
dining-room  door,  wringing  her  hands,  and 
looking  wild  and  strange. 

"  I  can't  bear  it,"  she  cried.  "  I  can't  bear 
it.  He  thinks  it  is  my  fault.  Go  in  and 
tell  him,  Luke.  He  must  not,  he  shall  not 
blame  me." 

"  Let  him  alone  for  a  bit,"  said  Luke 
coldly. 

"  But  he  thinks  it  is  all  my  fault,  I  want 
to  tell  him — I  want  him  to  know  that  it  is  no 
fault  of  mine." 

"  Can't  convince  him  of  impossibilities,"  said 
Uncle  Luke  coldly. 

"  And  you  think  it,  too  !  "  cried  Aunt  Mar- 
guerite passionately.     "  I  will  see  him." 

"  Go  up  to  your  room  and  wait  a  bit. 
That's  the  best  advice  I  can  give  you." 

"But  George  will " 

"  Say  things  to  you  that  will  be  rather 
startling  to   your  vain   old  brain,   Madge,   if 
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you  force  yourself  upon  him,  and  I'll  take 
care  that  you  do  not." 

"  And  this  is  my  brother ! "  cried  Aunt 
Marguerite  indignantly. 

"  Uncle  Luke  is  right,"  said  Madelaine 
quietly,  speaking  of  him  as  in  the  old  girlish 
days.     "  If  I  might  advise  you,  Miss  Vine." 

"Miss  Margue —  No,  no,"  cried  the  old 
lady,  hastily.  "  Miss  Vine  ;  yes,  Miss  Vine. 
You  will  help  me,  my  child.  I  want  my 
brother  to  know  that  it  is  not  my  fault." 

The  old  contemptuous  manner  was  gone, 
and  she  caught  Madelaine's  arm  and  pressed 
it  spasmodically  with  her  bony  fingers. 

"  You  could  not  go  to  Mr.  Vine  at  a  worse 
time,"  said  Madelaine.  "  He  is  suffering 
acutely." 

"  But  if  you  come  with  me,"  whispered 
Aunt  Marguerite.  "  Oh,  my  child,  I  have 
been  very,  very  hard  to  you,  but  you  will 
not  turn  and  trample  on  me  now  I  am  down. 

"  I  will  help  you  all  I  can,"  said  Madelaine 
gravely ;  "and  I  am  helping  you  now  in 
advising  you  to  wait." 

"  I — I  thought  it  was  for  me  best,"  sobbed 
the  old  lady  piteously.  "  Hush  !  don't  speak 
to  me  aloud.     Mr.  Leslie  may  hear." 

She  glanced  sharply  round  to  where  Leslie 
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was  standing  with,  his  back  to  them,  gazing 
moodily  from  the  window. 

"  Yes ;  Mr.  Leslie  may  hear,"  said  Made- 
lame  sadly,  and  then  in  spite  of  the  long 
years  of  dislike  engendered  by  Aunt  Mar- 
guerite's treatment,  she  felt  her  heart  stirred 
by  pity  for  the  lonely,  suffering  old  creature 
upon  whose  head  was  being  visited  the  suffer- 
ings of  the  stricken  household. 

"Let  me  go  with  you  to  your  room,"  she 
said  gently. 

"  No,  no  ! "  cried  Aunt  Marguerite,  with  a 
frightened  look.  "  You  hate  me  too,  and  vou 
will  join  the  others  in  condemning  me.  Let 
me  go  to  my  brother  now." 

"  It  would  be  madness,"  said  Madelaine 
gently ;  and  she  tried  to  take  the  old  woman's 
hand,  but  at  that  last  word,  Aunt  Marguerite 
started  from  her,  and  stretched  out  her  hands 
to  keep  her  off. 

"  Don't  say  that,"  she  said  in  a  low  voice, 
and  with  a  quick  glance  at  her  brother  and 
at  Leslie,  to  see  if  they  had  heard.  Then 
catching  Madelaine's  hand,  she  whispered,  "  It 
is  such  a  horrible  word.  Luke  said  it  to  me 
before  you  came.  He  said  I  must  be  mad, 
and  George  might  hear  it  and  think  so  too." 

"  Let  me  go  with  you  to  your  room." 
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"  But — but,"  faltered  the  old  woman,  with 
her  lips  quivering,  and  a  wildly  appealing  look 
in  her  eyes,  "you — you  don't  think  that." 

"So;'  said  Madelaine  quietly;  "I  do  not 
think  that." 

Aunt  Marguerite  uttered  a  sig;h  full  of  relief. 

"  I  only  think,"  continued  Madelaine  in  her 
matter-of-fact,  straightforward  way,  "  that  you 
have  been  very  vain,  prejudiced,  and  foolish, 
but  I  am  wrong  to  reproach  you  now." 

"  No,  no,"  whispered  Aunt  Marguerite,  cling- 
ing to  her,  and  looking  at  her  in  an  abject, 
piteous  way  ;  "  you  are  quite  right,  my  dear. 
Come  with  me,  talk  to  me,  my  child.  I 
deserve  what  you  say,  and — and  I  feel  so 
lonely  now." 

She  olanced  aofain  at  her  brother  and 
Leslie,  and  her  grasp  of  Madelaine's  arm 
grew  painful. 

"Yes,"  she  whispered,  with  an  excited  look  ; 
"you  are  right,  I  must  not  ^o  to  him  now. 
Don't  let  them  think  that  of  me.  I  know — 
I've  been  very — very  foolish,  but  don't — don't 
let  them  think  that." 

She  drew  Madelaine  toward  the  door,  and 
in  pursuance  of  her  helpful  role,  the  latter 
went  with  her  patiently,  any  resentment 
which    she    might  have    felt   toward  her  old 
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enemy,  falling  away  at  the  pitiful  signs  of 
abject  misery  and  dread  before  her ;  the 
reigning  idea  in  the  old  lady's  mind  now 
beins  that  her  brothers  would  nurture  some 
plan  to  get  rid  of  her,  whose  result  would 
be  one  at  which  she  shuddered,  as  in  her 
heart  of  hearts  she  knew  that  if  such  extreme 
measures  were  taken,  her  conduct  for  years 
would  give  plenty  of  excuse. 


CHAPTEE   XIII. 

HALF     CONVERTED. 

"  Well,  Leslie,"  said  Uncle  Luke,  as  he- 
stood  gazing  at  the  closed  door  through 
which  the  two  women  had  passed,  "  what 
do  you  think  of  that  ?  " 

"  Think  of  that  ?  "  said  Leslie  absently. 

"  Those  two.  Deadly  enemies  grown  friends. 
My  sister  will  he  adopting  you  directly,  you 
miserable,  low-born  Scotch  pleb,  without  a 
drop  of  noble  French  blood  in  your  veins." 

"  Poor  old  woman  !  "  said  Leslie  absently. 

•:Ah,  poor  old  woman!  Margaret  and  I 
ought  to  be  shut  up  together  in  some  private 
asylum.     Well,  you  have  slept  on  all  that  ?  " 

"  No,"  said  Leslie  sadly.  "  I  have  not 
slept." 

'•'You're — well,  I  won't  say  what  you  are — 
well  ? " 

■  Well?"  said  Leslie  sadly. 

'■'You  have  come  to  your  senses  T  hope." 

"  Had  I  lust  them  ?  " 
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"  Pro  tern.,  young  man.  And  it  is  a  usurpa- 
tion of  our  rights.  One  lunatic  family  is 
enough  in  a  town.  We're  all  off  our  heads, 
so  you  had  better  keep  sane." 

Leslie  remained  silently  thinking  over  Made- 
lain  e's  words. 

"  Look  here,"  said  Uncle  Luke,  "  I  have 
slept  upon  it,  and  I  am  cool." 

"  What  have  you  learned,  sir  ?  " 

"  Nothing  but  what  I  knew  last  night — at 
present." 

"  And  what  do  you  propose  doing  ? " 

"  I  propose  trying  to  act  as  nearly  like  a 
quite  sensible  man  as  one  of  my  family  can." 

"  And  Mr.  Vine  ?  " 

"  As  much  like  a  lunatic  as  he  can.  You 
had  better  take  his  side  and  leave  me  alone. 
He  is  of  your  opinion." 

"  And  you  remain  steadfast  in  yours  ?  " 

"  Of  course,  sir.  I've  known  my  niece  from 
a  child,  as  I  told  you  last  night ;  and  she 
could  not  behave  like  a  weak,  foolish,  brain- 
less girl,  infatuated  over  some  handsome 
scoundrel." 

"  But  Miss  Marguerite — have  }rou  questioned 
her  ? " 

"  Might  as  well  question  a  weather-cock. 
Knows  nothing,  or  pretends  she  knows  nothing. 
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There,  I'm  going  to  start  at  ODce  and  see  if  I 
cannot  trace  her  out.  While  I'm  gone  I  should 
feel  obliged  if  you  would  keep  an  eye  on  my 
cottage  ;  one  way  and  another  there  are  quite 
a  couple  of  pounds'  worth  of  things  up  yonder 
which  I  should  not  like  to  have  stolen.  You 
may  as  well  come  down  here  too,  and  see  how 
my  brother  is  going  on.  Now  then.  I'll  just 
step  down  to  Van  Heldre's  and  say  a  word 
before  I  start." 

"  By  what  train  shall  you  go  ? " 

'•'Train?  Oh,  yes,  I  had  almost  forgotten 
trains.  Hateful  way  of  travelling,  but  saves 
time.  Must  arrange  to  be  driven  over  to 
catch  one  at  mid-day.     Come  and  see  me  off." 

"Yes,"  said  Leslie,  "I'll  come  and  see  you 
off.     What  shall  you  take  with  you  ?  " 

"  Tooth-brush  and  comb,"  grunted  Uncle 
Luke.  "  Dessay  I  shall  find  a  bit  of  soap 
somewhere.  Now  then,  have  you  anything  to 
say  before  I  go  ?  " 

"  There  is  no  occasion  ;  we  can  make  our 
plans  as  we  go  up." 

"We?" 

"  Yes  ;  I  am  going  with  vou." 

L  ncle  Luke  smiled. 

"  I  knew  you  would,"  he  said,  quietly 
chuckling. 
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"  You  knew  I  should  %  Why  did  you  think 
that  ? " 

"  Because  you're  only  a  big  boy  after  all, 
Duncan,  and  show  how  fond  you  are  of  Louie 
at  every  turn." 

"  I  am  not  ashamed  to  own  that  I  loved 
her,"  said  the  young  man,  bitterly. 

"  Loved  ? "  said  Uncle  Luke,  quietly. 
"  Wonder  what  love's  like,  to  make  a  man 
such  a  goose.  Don't  be  a  sham,  Leslie.  You 
always  meant  to  go.  You  said  to  yourself, 
when  you  thought  ill  of  the  poor  girl,  you 
would  go  after  her  and  try  and  break  the 
man's  neck." 

"  Not  exactly,  sir." 

"  Well,  something  of  the  kind.  And  now 
Maddy  Van  Heldre  has  been  giving  you  a  good 
setting  down,  and  showing  you  what  a  weak 
baby  you  are " 

"  Has  Miss  Van  Heldre " 


"  No,  Miss  Van  Heldre  has  not  said  a  word  ; 
but  your  face  is  as  plain  as  a  newspaper,  and 
I  know  what  Maddy  would  say  if  anybody 
attacked  my  niece.  There,  what's  the  use  of 
talking  ?  You  will  say  with  your  lips  that 
Louise  is  nothing  to  you  now,  and  that  you 
believe  she  has  eloped  with  some  French 
scoundrel." 


HALF    CONVERTED.  155 

Leslie  bit  his  lip  and  made  an  impatient 
gesture. 

"While  that  noble  countenance  of  yours,  of 
which  you  are  so  proud,  has  painted  upon  it 
love  and  trust  and  hope,  and  all  the  big-boy 
nonsense  in  which  young  men  indulge  when 
they  think  they  are  only  a  half,  which  needs 
another  half  to  make  them  complete." 

"  I  am  not  going  to  quarrel  with  you,"  said 
Leslie,  flushing  angrily,  all  the  same. 

"  No,  my  boy,  you  are  not.  You  are 
coming  with  me,  my  unfortunate  young  hemi- 
sphere, to  try  and  find  that  other  half  to  which 
you  shall  some  day  be  joined  to  make  you  a 
complete  little  world  of  trouble  of  your  own, 
to  roll  slowly  up  the  hill  of  life,  hang  on  the 
top  for  a  few  hours,  and  then  roll  rapidly  down. 
There,  we  have  wasted  time  enough  in  talking, 
and  I'll  hold  off.  Thank  ye,  though,  Leslie, 
you're  a  good  fellow  after  all." 

He  held  out  his  hand,  which  Leslie  slowly 
took,  and  Uncle  Luke  was  shaking  it  warmly 
as  Madelaine  re-entered  the  room. 

"  Well,"  said  the  old  man  grimly,  "  have 
you  put  the  baby  to  bed  ? " 

"  Uncle  Luke  !  "  said  Madelaine  imploringly; 
"  pray  be  serious  and  help  us." 

li  Serious,  my  girl !    I  was  never  so  serious 
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before.  I  only  called  Margaret  a  baby.  So 
she  is  in  intellect,  and  a  very  troublesome  and 
mischievous  one.  Glad  to  see  though  that  my 
little  matter-of-fact  Dutch  doll  has  got  the 
better  of  her.  Why,  Macldy,  henceforth 
you'll  be  able  to  lead  her  with  a  silken 
string." 

"  Uncle  Luke  dear — Louise,"  said  Madelaine 
imploringly. 

"  Ah,  to  be  sure,  yes,  Louise,"  said  the  old 
man  with  his  eyes  twinkling  mischievously. 
"  Circumstances  alter  cases.  Now  look  here, 
you  two.  I'm  only  an  old  man,  and  of  course 
thoroughly  in  your  confidence.  Sort  of  respect- 
able go-between.  Why  shouldn't  I  try  and 
make  you  two  happy  ?  " 

Leslie  bit  his  lip,  and  Madelaine  gave  the 
old  man  an  imploring  look ;  but  in  a  mocking 
way,  he  went  on. 

"Now  suppose  I  say  to  you  twro,  what  can 
be  better  than  for  you  to  join  hands — partners 
for  life  you  know,  and " 

"  Mr.  Luke  Vine  ! "  cried  Leslie  sternly, 
"  setting  aside  the  insult  to  me,  is  this  gentle- 
manly, to  annoy  Miss  Van  Held  re  with  your 
mocking,  ill-chosen  jokes  ?  " 

"  Hark  at  the  hot-blooded  Scotchman, 
Madcly ;    and  look   here   how  pleasantly  and 
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patiently  my  little  Dutch  doll  takes  it,  bless 
her!" 

He  put  his  arm  round  Madelaine  and  held 

her  to  his  side. 

"  Why,  what  are  you  ruffling  up  for  in  that 

fashion  ?  Only  a  few  minutes  ago  you  were 
swearing  that  you  hated  Louie,  and  that  you 
gave  her  up  to  the  French  nobleman — French 
nobleman,  Maddy  ! — and  I  offer  you  a  pleasant 
anodyne  for  your  sore  heart — and  a  very  plea- 
sant anodyne  too,  eh,  Maddy  ?  Ah,  don't — 
don't  cry — hang  it  all,  girl,  don't.  I  do  hate 
to  see  a  woman  with  wet  eyes.  Now  what 
have  you  got  to  sob  about  ?  " 

"  Ts  this  helping  us  ?  " 

"  No,  But  Fm  going;  to,  little  one.  I  was 
obliged  to  stick  something  into  Leslie,  here. 
He  is  such  a  humbug.  Swore  he  didn't  care  a 
bit  for  Louie  now,  and  that  he  believed  every- 
thing that  was  bad  of  her,  and  yet  look  at  his 
face." 

"  It  is  impossible  to  quarrel  with  you,  sir," 
said  Leslie,  with  the  look  of  a  human  mastiff. 

"  Of  course  it  is,"  cried  Uncle  Luke. 
"  Well,  Maddy,  I've  converted  him.  He  sees 
now  that  it's  a  puzzle  we  don't  understand, 
and  he  is  coming  up  to  town  with  me  to  solve 
the  problem." 
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"  I  knew  he  would,"  cried  Madelaine  warmly. 
"  Mr.  Leslie,  I  am  very,  very  glad." 

"  Of  course,  you  are  ;  and  as  soon  as  I  bring 
Louie  back,  and  all  is  cleared,  Leslie  shall  come 
and  congratulate  us.  D'ye  hear,  Leslie  ?  I'm 
going  to  marry  Madelaine.  Marry  her  and 
stop  up  in  the  churchyard  afterwards,"  he  said 
with  a  grim  smile  full  of  piteous  sadness. 

"  Uncle  Luke  !  " 

"Well,  it's  right  enough,  my  dear.  At  my 
time  of  life  hardly  worth  while  to  make  two 
journeys  up  to  the  churchyard.  So  you  could 
leave  me  there  and  go  back,  and  take  possession 
of  my  estate." 

"Louise." 

"  Ah,  yes.  I  musn't  forget  Louise,"  said  the 
old  man.  "  Let's  see — about  Margaret.  Leave 
her  all  right  ?  " 

"  Yes  ;  she  is  more  calm  now." 

"  Did  you  question  her,  and  get  to  know 
anything  ? " 

"Nothing." 

"  Humph  ! "  ejaculated  the  old  man.  "  Close 
as  an  oyster,  or  else  she  doesn't  know  any- 
thing." 

"That  is  what  I  think,"  said  Madelaine 
eagerly. 

"  Ah,  well,  we  are  only  wasting  time,"  said 
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Uncle  Luke  testily.  "  So  now,  Leslie,  busi- 
ness. First  thing  we  have  to  do  is  to  go  up  to 
London.  No  :  first  thing,  Maddy,  is  to  run 
on  to  your  house,  and  tell  them  what  we  are 
going  to  do.  You'll  have  to  stay  here,  my  dear, 
and  look  after  those  two.  Comfort  George  all 
you  can;  drive  him  with  that  silken  thread 
rein  of  yours,  and  keep  a  good  tight  curb  over 
Margaret.     There,  vou'll  manage  them/' 

"  Yes.  Tell  them  at  home  I  think  it  better 
to  stay  here  now,"  said  Madelaine  earnestly. 
"  You  will  send  me  every  scrap  of  news  ?  " 

"  Leslie  and  I  are  going  to  secure  the  wire 
and  ruin  ourselves  in  telegrams.  Beady, 
Miner  ?  " 

"  Yes." 

"  Then  come  on." 

Madelaine  caught  Leslie's  extended  hand, 
and  leaned  towards  him. 

"  My  life  on  it,"  she  whispered,  "  Louise  is 
true." 

He  wrung  her  hand  and  hurried  away. 

(i  Good-bye,  Uncle  Luke.  Be  happy  about 
them  here ;  and,  mind,  we  are  dying  for 
news." 

"  Ah  !  yes ;  I  know,"  he  said  testily  ;  and 
he  walked  away — turned  back,  and  caught 
Madelaine  to  his  breast.     "  Good-bye,  Dutch 
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doll.  God  bless  you,  my  darling,"  he  said 
huskily.  "  If  I  could  only  bring  back  poor 
Harry  too  ! " 

Madelaine  stood  wiping  the  tears  from  her 
eyes  as  the  old  man  hurried  off  after  Leslie, 
but  she  wiped  another  tear  away  as  well,  one 
which  rested  on  her  cheek,  a  big  salt  tear  that 
ought  almost  to  have  been  a  fossil  globule  of 
crystallized  water  and  salt.  It  was  the  first 
Uncle  Luke  had  shed  for  fifty  years. 


CHAPTER   XIV. 

A    HARD    TEST. 

"  Harry,  dear  Harry  ! "  said  Louise,  as  they 
stood  together  in  a  shabbily-furnished  room  in 
one  of  the  streets  off  Tottenham  Court  Eoad, 
"  I  feel  at  times  as  if  it  would  drive  me  mad. 
Pray,  pray  let  me  write  !  " 

"  Not  yet,  I  tell  you  ;  not  yet,"  he  said 
angrily.  "  Wait  till  we  are  across  the  Channel, 
and  then  you  shall." 

"  But " 

"Louie!"  he  half  shouted  at  her,  "have 
some  patience." 

"  Patience,  dear  ?  Think  of  our  father  s 
agony  of  mind.     He  loves  us." 

"Then  the  joy  of  finding  we  are  both  alive 
and  well  must  compensate  for  what  he  suffers 
now." 

"  But  you  do  not  realize  what  must  be 
thought  of  me." 

"Oh,  yes,  I  do,"  he  said  bitterly;  "but 
you  do  not  realize  what  would  be  thought  of 

VOL.   III.  M 
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me,  if  it  were  known  that  I  was  alive.  I 
shiver  every  time  I  meet  a  policeman.  Can't 
you  see  how  I  am  placed  ?  " 

"  Yes — yes,"  said  Louise  wearily  ;  "  but  at 
times  I  can  only  think  of  our  father — of 
Madelaine — of  Uncle  Luke." 

"  Hush  !  "  he  cried  with  an  irritable  stamp 
of  the  foot.  "  Have  patience.  Once  we  are 
on  the  Continent  I  shall  feel  as  if  I  could 
breathe ;  but  this  wretched  dilatory  way  of 
getting  money  worries  me  to  death." 

"  Then  why  not  sell  the  jewels,  and  let 
us  go  ?  " 

"  That's  talking  like  a  woman  again.  It's 
very  easy  to  talk  about  selling  the  jewels,  and 
it  is  easy  to  sell  them  if  you  go  to  some  black- 
guard who  will  take  advantage  of  your  needs 
and  give  you  next  to  nothing  for  them.     But, 

as  Pradelle  says " 

"  Pradelle  !  "  ejaculated  Louise,  with  a  look 
of  dislike  crossing  her  face. 

"  Yes,  Pradelle.  That's  right,  speak  ill  of 
the  only  friend  we  have.  Why,  we  owe 
everything  to  him.  What  could  we  have 
clone  ?  Where  could  we  have  gone  if  it  had 
not  been  for  him,  and  my  finding  out  where 
he  was  through  asking  at  the  old  meeting- 
place?" 
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c:  I  clo  not  like  Mr.  Pradelle,"  said  Louise 
firmly. 

"  Then  you  ought  to,"  said  Harry,  as  he 
walked  up  and  down  the  room  like  some 
caged  animal.  (:  As  he  says,  if  you  go  to 
sell  the  things  at  a  respectable  place  they'll 
ask  all  manner  of  questions  that  it  is  not 
convenient  to  answer,  and  we  must  not  risk 
detection  by  doing  that." 

"  Risk  detection  ? "  said  Louise,  clasping 
her  hands  about  one  knee  as  she  gazed  straight 
before  her. 

"The  people  here  are  as  suspicious  of  us 
as  can  be,  and  the  landlady  seems  ready  to 
ask  questions  every  time  we  meet  on  the 
stairs.'"' 

"  Yes,"  said  Louise  in  a  sad,  weary  way ; 
•'•'  she  is  always  asking  questions." 

"  But  you  do  not  answer  them  ? " 

"  I — I  hardly  know  what  I  have  said,  Harry. 
She  is  so  pertinacious." 

"  We  must  leave  here,"  said  the  young  man 
excitedly.     "  Why  don't  Pradelle  come  ?  " 

"  Do  you  expect  him  to-night  ? " 

'•'Expect  him  ?  Yes.  I  have  only  half-a- 
crown  left,  and  he  has  your  gold  chain  to 
pledge.  He  is  to  bring  the  money  to-night. 
I  expected  him  before." 

M  2 
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"  Harry,  dear." 

"  Well  ?  " 

"  Do  you  think  Mr.  Pradelle  is  trust- 
worthy ?  " 

"  As  trustworthy  as  most  people,"  said  the 
young  man  carelessly.  "  Yes,  of  course.  He 
is  obliged  to  be." 

"  But  could  you  not  pledge  the  things  your- 
self instead  of  trusting  him  ?  " 

"  No,"  he  cried,  with  an  impatient  stamp. 
"  You  know  how  I  tried  and  how  the  assist- 
ant began  to  question  and  stare  at  me,  till 
I  snatched  the  thing  out  of  his  hands  and 
hurried  out  of  the  shop.  I'd  sooner  beg  than 
try  to  do  it  again." 

Louise  was  silent  for  a  few  moments,  and 
sat  gazing  thoughtfully  before  her. 

"  Let  me  write  Harry,  telling  everything, 
and  asking  my  father  to  send  us  money." 

"  Send  for  the  police  at  once.  There,  open 
the  windows,  and  call  the  first  one  up  that  you 
see  pass.     It  will  be  the  shortest  way." 

"  But  I  am  sure,  clear " 

"  Once  more,  so  am  I.  At  the  present 
moment  I  am  free.  Let  me  have  my  liberty 
to  begin  life  over  again  honestly,  repentantly, 
and  with  the  earnest  desire  to  redeem  the 
past.     Will  you  let  me  have  that  ? " 
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"  Of  course — of  course,  dear." 

"  Then  say  no  more  to  me  about  commu- 
nicating with  home." 

Louise  was  silent  again,  beaten  once  more 
by  her  brother's  arguments  in  her  desire  to 
see  him  redeem  the  past. 

"  Harry,"  she  said  at  last,  after  her  brother 
had  been  standing  with  his  cheek  pressed 
against  the  window-pane,  looking  down  the 
street  in  search  of  the  expected  visitor. 

"  Well  ? " 

"  Has  it  ever  occurred  to  you  that  Mr. 
Pradelle  is  trying  to  keep  us  here  ? " 

"  Absurd  ! " 

"  No  :  I  feel  sure  it  is  so,  and  that  he  does 
not  want  us  to  go  away.  Let  me  take  my 
bracelets  and  necklet  to  one  of  those  places 
where  they  buy  jewellery  or  lend  money." 

"  You  ?  " 

"  Yes.     Why  not  \  " 

"  Are  you  mad  ?  " 

"  No.  Why  should  I  not  sell  what  is  my 
own  \ " 

"  Can  you  not  understand  ? "  cried  Harry, 
whose  voice  sounded  harsh  from  the  mental 
irritation  which  had  given  him  the  look  of 
one  in  constant  dread  of  arrest. 

"No,  dear,  I  cannot.     I  want  to  help  you. 
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I  want  to  get  away  from  here — to  remove  you 
from  the  influence  of  this  man,  so  that  we 
may,  if  it  must  be  so,  get  abroad  and  then  set 
them  at  rest." 

"  Now  you  are  bringing  that  up  again,"  he 
cried  angrily. 

"  I  must,  Harry,  I  must.  I  have  been  too 
weak  as  it  is ;  but  in  the  excitement  of  all 
that  trouble  I  seemed  to  be  influenced  by  you 
in  all  I  did." 

"  There,  there,  little  sis,"  he  said  more 
gently.  "  I  ought  not  to  speak  so  crossly,  but 
I  am  always  on  thorns,  held  back  as  I  am  for 
want  of  a  few  paltry  pounds." 

"  Then  let  me  go  and  dispose  of  these 
things." 

"It  is  impossible." 

"No,  dear,  you  think  of  the  degradation. 
I  should  not  be  ashamed.  We  have  made  a 
false  step,  Harry,  but  if  we  must  go  on,  let 
me  do  what  I  can  to  help  you.     Let  me  go." 

"  But  the  beggarly  disgrace.  You  don't 
know  what  you  are  going  to  undertake." 

She  looked  at  him  with  her  frank,  clear 
eyes. 

"I  am  going  to  help  you.  There  can  be 
no  disgrace  in  disposing  of  these  trinkets  for 
you  to  escape." 
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"  All !  at  last  !  "  cried  Harry,  leaving  the 
window  to  hurry  to  the  door,  regardless  of 
the  look  of  dislike  which  came  into  his  sister's 
face. 

"  Is  that  Mr.  Pradelle  '? "  she  said  shrink - 
ingly. 

"  Yes,  at  last.  No,  Louie,  I'm  bad  enough, 
but  I'm  not  going  to  send  you  to  the  pawn- 
broker's while  I  stop  hiding  here,  and  it's  all 
right  now." 

"  Ah,  Harry  !  Day,  Miss  Louie,"  said  Pra- 
delle, entering,  very  fashionably  dressed,  and 
with  a  rose  in  his  buttonhole.    "  Nice  weather, 

1SH  t  It  : 

"  Look  here,  Vic,"  cried  Harry,  catching 
him  by  the  arm.      "  How  much  did  you  get  ?  " 

"  Get  ?  " 

"  Yes  ;  for  the  chain  !  " 

"  Oh,  for  the  chain,"  said  Pradelle,  who 
kept  his  eyes  fixed  on  Louise.  "  Nothing,  old 
fellow." 

"  Nothing  ? " 

11  Haven't  taken  it  to  the  right  place  yet." 

"  And  you  promised  to.  Look  here,  what 
do  you  mean  ?  " 

"What  do  I  mean?  Well,  I  like  that. 
Hear  him,  Miss  Louie  ?  What  a  fellow  he  is  ! 
Here  have  I  got  him  into  decent  apartments, 


168  OF    HIGH    DESCENT. 

where  he  is  safe  as  the  bank,  when  if  he  had 
depended  upon  himself  he  would  have  taken 
you  to  some  slum  where  you  would  have  been 
stopped  and  the  police  have  found  you  out." 

"You  promised  to  pledge  those  things  for 
me." 

"  Of  course  I  did,  and  so  I  will.  Why,  if 
you  had  been  left  to  yourself,  who  would  have 
taken  you  in  without  a  reference  1 " 

"  Never  mind  that,"  said  Harry,  so  angrily 
that  Louise  rose,  went  to  his  side,  and  laid  her 
hand  upon  his  arm.  "  If  you  don't  want  to 
help  me,  say  so." 

"  If  I  don't  want  to  help  you  !  Why,  look 
here,  Miss  Louie,  I  appeal  to  you.  Haven't  I 
helped  him  again  and  again  ?  Haven't  I  lent 
him  money,  and  acted  as  a  friend  should  ? " 

"  Why  haven't  you  pledged  that  chain  % " 
said  Harry. 

"  Because  people  are  so  suspicious,  and  I 
was  afraid.     There,  you  have  the  truth." 

"  I  don't  believe  it,"  cried  Harry,  excitedly. 

"  Well  then,  don't.  Your  sister  will.  If 
you  want  me  to  bring  the  police  on  your  track, 
say  so." 

In  a  furtive  way,  he  noted  Harry's  start  of 
dread,  and  went  on. 

"  Take  the  chain  or  a  watch  yourself,  and 
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if  the  pawnbroker  is  suspicious,  he'll  either 
detain  it  till  you  can  give  a  good  account  of 
how  you  came  by  it,  or  send  for  a  policeman 
to  follow  you  to  your  lodgings." 

"  But  I  am  quite  penniless  !  "  cried  Harry. 

"  Then  why  didn't  you  say  so,  old  fellow  ? 
Long  as  I've  got  a  pound  you're  welcome  to 
it,  and  always  were.  I'm  not  a  fine-weather 
friend,  you  know  that.  There  you  are, 
two  halves.  That'll  keep  you  going  for  a 
week." 

"  But  I  don't  want  to  keep  borrowing  of 
you,"  said  Harry.  "  We  have  enough  to  do 
what  I  want.  A  sovereign  will  do  little  more 
than  pay  for  these  lodgings." 

"  Enough  for  a  day  or  two,  old  fellow,  and 
do  for  goodness'  sake  have  a  little  more  faith 
in  a  man  you  have  proved." 

"  I  have  faith  in  you,  Vie,  and  I'm  very 
grateful ;  but  this  existence  maddens  me.  I 
want  enough  to  get  us  across  the  Channel. 
I  must  and  will  go." 

"  Eight  into  the  arms  of  those  who  are 
searching  for  you.  What  a  baby  you  are, 
Harry  !  Do  you  want  to  be  told  again  that 
every  boat  which  starts  for  the  Continent  will 
be  watched  ?  " 

Harry  made  a  despairing  gesture,   and  his 
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haggard  countenance  told  plainly  of  the  agony- 
he  suffered. 

"  My  dear  Miss  Louie,"  continued  Pradelle, 
"  do  pray  help  me  to  bring  him  to  reason. 
You  must  see  that  you  are  both  safe  here,  and 
that  it  is  the  wisest  thing  to  wait  patiently  till 
the  worst  of  the  pursuit  is  over." 

"  We  do  not  know  that  there  is  any  pursuit, 
Mr.  Pradelle,"  said  Louise  coldly. 

"  Come,  I  like  that  ! "  cried  Pradelle,  in  an 
ill-used  tone.  "  I  thought  I  told  you  that  they 
were  searching  for  you  both.  If  you  like  to 
believe  that  you  can  leave  your  home  as  you 
did  without  your  people  making  any  search, 
why  you  have  a  right  to." 

Harry  began  pacing  the  room,  while  Pradelle 
went  on  in  a  low,  pleading  way — 

"  Ever  since  Harry  came  to  me,  I  thought  I 
had  done  all  that  a  friend  could,  but  if  I  can 
do  more,  Miss  Louie,  you've  only  get  to  tell 
me  what,  and  it  shall  be  done." 

"  You've  i  done  your  best,  Prad,"  said 
Harry. 

"  Yes,  but  you  don't  think  it.  I  could  go 
and  do  all  kinds  of  rash  things  ;  but  I've  been 
working  to  throw  them  off  the  scent,  and  I 
don't  think,  so  far,  I've  done  amiss.  You're 
not  taken  yet." 
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Harry  drew  a  long  breath  and  glanced  at 
door  and  window,  as  if  for  a  way  of  escape. 

"  Come,  that's  better,"  cried  Pradelle. 
-;  Take  a  more  cheerful  view  of  things.  You 
want  change,  Harry.  You've  been  shut  up 
too  much.  Have  a  cigar,"  he  continued, 
drawing  out  his  case.  "  No  ?  I  beg  your 
pardon,  Miss  Louie.  Oughtn't  to  ask  him  to 
smoke  here." 

Harry  shook  his  head  impatiently. 

"  Yes  ;  have  one,  old  fellow.  They're  good. 
Take  two  or  three  ;  and,  look  here  :  go  and 
have  a  walk  up  and  down  for  an  hour.  It's 
getting  dusk  now." 

Louise  gave  her  brother  an  excited  look, 
which  did  not  escape  Pradelle.  "  Let's  all 
go,"  he  said.  "  We  might  go  along  the  back 
streets  as  far  as  the  park.  Do  you  both 
good." 

"No,  no,"  said  Harry  sharply.  "I  shall 
not  o-o  out." 

"  Go  together,  then,"  said  Pradelle,  half 
mockingly.  '-'•  I  don't  want  to  intrude ;  but 
for  goodness'  sake,  man,  try  and  have  a  little 
change  ;  it  would  make  life  move  different, 
and  you'd  be  more  ready  to  take  a  friend's 
advice." 

"  What  advice  ?  " 
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"  To  settle  down  here.  London's  the  best 
place  in  the  world  for  hiding  yourself." 

"  Don't  talk  to  me  any  more,  old  fellow," 
said  Harry.  "I'm  out  of  temper.  I  can't 
help  it."  ' 

"  All  right,  lad.  I'll  go  now  ;  and  you  get 
him  out,  Miss  Louie,  do.  It's  the  best  thing 
for  him." 

Harry  made  an  impatient  gesture,  and  threw 
himself  in  a  chair. 

"  You  shall  do  as  you  like,  and  I'll  raise  all 
the  money  for  you  that  I  can,"  said  Pradelle, 
rising  to  go  ;  "  but  take  things  more  coolly. 
Goocl-bye,  old  boy." 

"  Good-bye,"  said  Harry,  shaking  hands 
limply. 

"  Good-bye,"  said  Pradelle,  as  Harry  turned 
away  to  rest  his  aching  head  upon  his  hand. 
"Miss  Louie!" 

He  gave  his  head  a  jerk  towards  the  door, 
and  Louise  rose  and  followed  him. 

"  Come  outside,"  he  whispered.  "  I  want 
to  speak  to  you." 

"  Mr.  Pradelle  can  say  what  he  has  to  say 
here." 

"  But  it's  about  him." 

"  Well,  Mr.  Pradelle  ?  " 

"  Well,  Miss    Louie,  I   only  wanted  to  say 
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that  some  day  you'll  find  out  who  is  your  true 
friend.  I  want  to  help  you  both.  I  do,  on  my 
honour." 

"  Your  honour  !  "  thought  Louise. 

"  Have  a  little  more  confidence  in  a  man 
if  you  can.  I  do  want  to  help  you.  Good- 
bye." 

He  held  out  his  hand,  and  she  felt  con- 
strained to  give  him  hers,  which  he  held,  and, 
after  glancing  hastily  at  Harry,  raised  to  his 
lips ;  but  the  kiss  he  imprinted  w^as  on  the 
yielding  air,  for  the  hand  was  snatched  indig- 
nantly away. 

"  You'll  know  me  better  by  and  by,"  said 
Praclelle  ;  and  giving  her  a  peculiar  look,  he 
left  the  room. 

Louise  stood  for  a  few  minutes  gazing  after 
him,  her  brow  knit  and  her  eyes  thoughtful. 
Then,  going  back  to  where  her  brother  sat  with 
his  head  resting  upon  his  hand,  she  laid  hers 
upon  his  shoulder. 

"  Harry,  dear,"  she  said  firmly,  "  that  man 
is  fighting  against  us." 

"  Rubbish,"  he  cried  impatiently.  "  You 
never  liked  Pradelle." 

"Better  for  you  if  you  had  hated  him. 
Harry,  he  is  striving  to  keep  us  here." 

"  Nonsense  !     Don't  talk  to  me  now." 
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"  I  must,  Harry.  You  must  act,  and 
decisively." 

"  What  do  you  mean  ?  " 

"  Either  you  must  raise  money  at  once,  and 
go  right  away  from  here " 

He  looked  up  sharply. 

"  No,  I  do  not  mean  that,"  she  said  sadly. 
"  I  will  not  leave  you  till  you  are  fit  to  leave  ; 
but  you  must  either  act  as  I  advise  at  once,  or 
I  shall  do  what  I  think  best." 

"  What  do  you  mean  ? " 

"  Write  to  our  father  to  come  and  help  us,  for 
you  are  too  weak  and  broken  down  to  protect 
me. 

"  Louie  !  "  he  cried  excitedly ;  "lam  not  so 
weak  as  you  think.  I  will  act ;  I  will  take 
your  advice." 

"  And  get  rid  of  this  Mr.  Pradelle  ?  " 

"  Anything  you  like,  Louie,  only  don't  let 
them  know  at  home — yet,  and  don't  leave 
me.  If  you  did  I  should  break  down  at 
once." 

"  Then  will  you  be  guided  by  me  ?  " 

"Yes." 

"  And  take  these  jewels  yourself  and  raise 
money  ? " 

"  Yes  ;  but  it  is  too  late  now." 

Louise  glanced  at  the  window,  and  in  her 
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ignorance  of  such  matters  half  felt  the  truth 
of  his  words. 

"  Then  to-morrow  you  will  do  as  I  wish  ?  " 
"  Yes,  to-morrow,"  he  said  wearily. 

"  Put  not    off    until   to-morrow "   said 

Louise  softly  to  herself ;  and  she  stood  watch- 
ing her  brother  as  he  sat  with  bended  head, 
weak,  broken,  and  despairing,  in  the  gathering 
gloom. 


CHAPTER   XV. 

AN    OLD    FRIEND — OR    ENEMY  ? 

"  Where  shall  we  stay  ?  I'll  show  you," 
said  Uncle  Luke,  after  giving  instructions  to 
the  cabman.  "  My  old  hotel  in  Surrey  Street. 
Comfortable,  motherly  woman.  No  non- 
sense." 

11  And  what  do  you  propose  doing  ?  " 

"  Let's  hear  first  what  you  propose,"  shouted 
the  old  man,  so  as  to  make  his  voice  heard 
above  the  rattle  of  the  cab-windows — four- 
wheelers  Jehu's  enemies,  which  lose  him  many 
a  fare. 

"  I  have  nothing  to  propose,"  said  Leslie 
sadly  ;  "  only  to  find  her." 

"  And  I've  given  you  twenty-four  hours 
to  think  it  out,  including  last  night  at  Ply- 
mouth." 

"  My  head  is  in  a  whirl,  sir ;  I  am  in  no 
condition  to  think.     Pray  suggest  something." 

"  Hah  !  The  old  folks  are  useful,  then,  after 


AX    OLD    FRIEND — OR   ENEMY?  177 

all.  Well,  then,  you  would  like  to  hear  my 
plans  ? " 

Leslie  nodded. 

"  First,  then,  there  is  a  good  tea,  with  some 
meat ;  and  while  we  are  having  that  I  shall 
send  off  a  messenger." 

"  To  find  them  ? " 

"  No.     Wait." 

Leslie  had  found  out  that  the  best  way  to 
deal  with  Uncle  Luke  was  to  treat  him  like 
a  conger-eel,  such  as  they  caught  among  the 
rocks  about  Hakemouth.  Once  hooked,  if  the 
fisher  dragged  at  the  line,  the  snaky  monster 
pulled  and  fought  till  the  line  cut  into  the 
holder's  hands,  and  sometimes  was  broken  or 
the  hook  torn  out ;  whereas,  if  instead  of  pull- 
ing, the  creature  had  its  head  given,  it  began 
to  swim  up  rapidly,  and  placed  itself  within 
reach  of  the  gaff.  So,  in  spite  of  his  fretful 
irritation  of  mind,  he  allowed  the  old  man  to 
have  his  own  wav. 

The  result  was,  that  before  they  sat  down  to 
their  meal  at  the  quiet  hotel,  Uncle  Luke  wrote 
a  letter,  which  was  dispatched  by  special 
messenger,  after  which  he  ate  heartily ;  while 
Leslie  played  with  a  cup  of  tea  and  a  piece  of 
dry  toast. 

"  Not  the  way  to  do  work,"  said  Uncle  Luke 
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grimly.  "  Eat,  man  ;  eat,  Coal  and  coke  to 
make  the  human  engine  get  up  steam." 

Leslie  made  an  effort  to  obey,  but  every- 
thing seemed  distasteful,  and  he  took  refuge 
behind  a  paper  till  the  waiter  entered  with  a 
card. 

"  Hah  !  yes :  show  him  in,"  said  Uncle 
Luke.     "  Here  he  is,  Leslie,"  he  continued. 

"  Here  who  is  ?  " 

"Parkins." 

"  Parkins  ? " 

"  Sergeant  Parkins.     You  remember  ?  " 

Leslie  had  forgotten  the  name,  but  directly 
after  the  whole  scene  of  the  search  for  Harry 
came  back  as  the  quiet,  decisive-looking  de- 
tective officer  entered  the  room,  nodded  shortly 
to  both,  and  after  taking  the  seat  indicated, 
looked  inquiringly  at  Uncle  Luke. 

"  At  your  service,  sir,"  he  said.  "  You've 
brought  me  some  news  about  that  affair  down 
yonder  ? " 

"  No,"  said  Uncle  Luke.  "  I  have  come  to 
see  if  you  can  help  us  in  another  way ; "  and 
he  told  him  the  object  of  his  visit. 

"  Hah  !  "  ejaculated  their  visitor.  "  Yes, 
that's  different,  sir ; "  and  taking  out  a  note- 
book, he  began  to  ask  question  after  question 
on  points  which  seemed  to  him  likely  to  be 
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useful,  till  he  had  gained  all  the  information 
he  thought  necessary,  when  he  closed  the  book 
with  a  snap,  and  buttoned  it  up  in  his  breast. 
"  Bather  curious  fact,  sir,"  he  said,  looking 
at  both  in  turn;  "but  I've  been  thinking 
about  Hake  mouth  a  good  deal  this  last  clay 


or  two." 


"Why?"  asked  Uncle  Luke  shortly. 

"  I've  been  away  all  over  the  Continent  for 
some  time — forgery  case,  and  that  Hakemouth 
business  has  gone  no  farther.  As  soon  as  I 
got  back,  and  was  free,  I  wanted  something  to 
do,  so  I  said  to  myself  that  I'd  take  it  on 
again,  and  I  have." 

"  Oh,  never  mind  that  now,"  said  Leslie 
angrily.      "  Can  you  help  us  here  ?  " 

c;  I  don't  know,  sir.  I  shall  try ;  but  I 
might  mention  to  you  that  we  think  we 
have  obtained  a  clue  to  the  gentleman  who 
escaped." 

"  Yes,  yes,"  said  Leslie  impatiently ;  "  but 
can  you  help  us  here  I  " 

"  Give  me  time,  sir,  and  I'll  do  my  best," 
said  the  sergeant.  "  Xot  an  easy  task,  sir, 
you  know.  A  needle  is  hard  to  find  in  a 
bottle  of  hay,  and  all  the  clue  you  give  me 
is  that  a  lady  left  your  neighbourhood  with 
a  French  gentleman.     Fortunately  I  did  see 
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the  lady,  and  should  know  her  again.     Good 
morning." 

"  But  what  are  we  to  do  ? "  said  Leslie 
eagerly. 

"  You,  sir  ? "  said  the  sergeant  quietly,  and 
with  a  suspicion  of  contempt  in  his  tone. 
"  Oh,  you'd  better  wait." 

"Wait!"  cried  Leslie,  in  a  voice  full  of 
suppressed  rage. 

"  And  practise  patience,"  muttered  the  man. 
"  One  moment,  sir,"  he  said  aloud.  "  You 
saw  this  French  gentleman  ? " 

"  I  saw  him,  but  not  his  face.  Mr.  Vine 
here  told  you  ;  the  light  was  overturned." 

"  But  you  saw  his  figure,  the  man's  shape  % " 

"  Yes,  of  course." 

"  And  you  heard  his  voice  ?  " 

"  Yes." 

"  Broken  French  ?  " 

"  Yes." 

"  Now,  sir,  just  think  a  moment.  I  have  a 
slight  idea.     French  name — spoke " 

"  We  mentioned  no  name." 

"  One  minute,  sir.  Spoke  French — brother's 
fellow-clerk  and  intimate  —  gentleman  who 
went  off — been  staying  at  the  house — long 
time  in  the  lady's  society.  What  do  you  say 
now  to  its  being  this  Mr.  Pradelle  ? " 
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Uncle  Luke  gave  the  table  a  thump  which 
made  the  tea-things  rattle,  and  Leslie  started 
from  his  seat,  gazing  wildly  at  the  officer,  who 
smiled  rather  triumphantly. 

"  Great  heavens  ! "  faltered  Leslie,  as  if  a 
new  light  had  flashed  into  his  darkened  mind. 

"  Of  course,  sir,  this  is  only  a  suggestion," 
said  the  sergeant.  "  It  is  all  new  to  me,  but 
seems  likely." 

"No,"  said  Uncle  Luke  emphatically,  "no. 
She  would  never  have  gone  off  with  him." 

"  Very  wood,  gentlemen.  I'll  see  what  I 
can  do  at  once." 

"  One  moment/'  said  Leslie,  as  he  slipped 
some  notes  into  the  man  s  hand.  "  You  will 
spare  neither  time  nor  money." 

"  I  will  not,  sir." 

"Tell  me  one  thing.  What  shall  you  do 
first  I " 

"  Just  the  opposite  to  what  you've  done, 
gentlemen,"  said  the  officer. 

"  What  do  you  mean  ?  " 

"  Go  down  to  Hakemouth  by  to-night's 
mail,  and  work  back  to  town." 

"  I  feel  certain,"  said  Leslie,  "  that  he 
brought  her  to  London  to  take  tickets  for 
France." 

"  I  don't,  sir,  yet.     But  even  if  I  did,  it's 
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a  long  bridge  from  here  to  Cornwall,  and  I 
might  find  them  resting  in  one  of  the  recesses. 
You  leave  it  to  me,  sir.  Good-day.  Humph  ! " 
he  added  as  he  went  out ;  "  plain  as  a  pike- 
staff. Women  are  womanly,  and  I  have 
known  instances  of  a  woman  sticking  to  a 
man  for  no  reason  whatever,  except  that  he 
was  a  scamp,  and  sometimes  the  greater  the 
scamp  the  tighter  the  tie.  Pradelle's  my  man, 
and  I  think  I  can  put  my  thumb  upon  him 
before  long." 

"  No,   Leslie,  no.     Louie  wouldn't  look  at 
him.     That's  not  the  clue,"  said  Uncle  Luke. 


CHAPTER  XVI. 

THE    XEEDLE    IX   A    BOTTLE    OF   HAY. 

A  WEEK  of  anxiety,  with  the  breaks  in  it 
of  interviews  with  Sergeant  Parkins,  who  had 
very  little  to  communicate ;  but  still  that 
little  was  cogent. 

He  had  been  down  to  Hakemouth,  and  by 
careful  inquiry  had  tracked  the  missing  pair 
to  Plymouth,  where  he  had  missed  them. 
But,  after  the  fashion  of  a  huntsman,  he  made 
long  casts  round  and  picked  up  the  clue  at 
Exeter,  where  a  porter  remembered  them  from 
what  sounded  like  an  altercation  in  a  second- 
class  compartment,  where  a  dark  young  lady 
was  in  tears,  and  the  "gent"  who  was  with 
her  said  something  to  her  sharply  in  a  foreign 
tono-ue.  Pressed  as  to  what  it  was  like,  he 
said  it  sounded  as  if  the  gent  said  "  Taisey." 

There  the  sergeant  had  lost  the  clue ;  but 
he  had  learned  enough  to  satisfy  himself  that 
the  fugitives  had   been  making  for  London, 
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unless  they  had  branched  off  at  Bristol,  which 
was  hardly  likely. 

"  Come  up  to  London,"  said  Leslie.  "  Well, 
that  is  what  we  surmised  before  we  applied 
to  you." 

"  Exactly,  sir  ;  but  I  have  nearly  made  your 
surmise  a  certainty." 

"  Yes,  nearly,"  said  Leslie  bitterly. 

"We  must  have  time,  sir.  A  hunter  does 
not  secure  his  game  by  rushing  at  it.  He 
stalks  it." 

"  Yes,"  said  Uncle  Luke  in  assent,  "  and 
of  course  you  must  be  certain.  This  is  not 
a  criminal  matter." 

"No,  sir,  of  course  not,"  said  the  sergeant 
dryly,  and  with  a  meaning  in  his  tone  which 
the  others  did  not  detect. 

"  If  you  are  successful  in  finding  their 
whereabouts,  mind  that  your  task  ends  there. 
You  will  give  us  due  notice,  and  we  will  see 
to  the  rest." 

"Certainly,  sir;  and  I  have  men  on  the 
look  out.  The  bottle  of  hay  is  being  pretty 
well  tossed  over,  and  some  day  I  hope  to  see 
the  shine  of  the  needle  among  the  puzzling 
dry  strands.      Good  morning." 

"  Is  that  man  a  humbug,  sir,  or  in 
earnest  ? " 
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"  Earnest;'  replied  Uncle  Luke.  "  He  proved 
that  before/3 

If  the  occupants  of  the  hotel  room,  which 
seemed  to  Leslie  like  a  prison,  could  have 
read  Sergeant  Parkins'  mind  as  he  went  away, 
they  would  have  thought  him  in  deadly 
earne-t. 

"Not  a  criminal  case,  gentlemen,  eh?"  he 
said  to  himself.  "If  it  is  as  I  think,  it  is 
very  criminal  indeed,  and  Mr.  Pradelle  will 
find  it  so  before  he  is  much  older.  I  haven't 
forgotten  the  nioht  on  Hakemouth  Pier,  and 

DO  ' 

that  poor  boy's  death,  and  I  shau't  feel  very 
happy  till  I've  squared  accounts  with  him,  for 
if  he  was  not  the  starter  of  all  that  trouble  I 
am  no  judge  of  men." 


CHAPTER   XVII. 

PRADELLE    IS    PRICKED. 

Seeing  more  and  more  that  if  an  alteration 
was  to  be  made  in  their  present  position,  the 
change  must  come  from  her  urging,  Louise 
attacked  her  brother  soon  after  breakfast  the 
next  morning.  She  was  fully  convinced  that 
Pradelle  was  determined  to  keep  them  in 
London  for  reasons  of  his  own — reasons  the 
bare  thought  of  which  brought  an  indignant 
flush  into  her  cheek ;  and  it  was  evident  that 
he  was  gaining  grea.ter  influence  over  his  old 
companion,  who  was  just  now  in  the  stage 
when  it  would  be  easy  for  one  of  strong  mind 
to  gain  the  mastery.  This  being  so,  Louise 
determined  that  hers  should  be  the  strong 
will,  not  Pradelle's.  To  this  end  she  took 
three  or  four  of  the  most  likely  of  her  jewels, 
making  a  point  of  carefully  wrapping  them  up 
and  dwelling  upon  the  task  till  she  caught  her 
brother's  attention. 
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"  What  are  you  doing  there  ? "  he  said. 

"  Getting  ready  some  things  upon  which  to 
raise  money." 

He  uttered  an  impatient  ejaculation. 

"  Leave  them  till  Pradelle  comes." 

"Xo,  Harry;  either  you  or  I  must  part 
with  these.     Who  is  it  to  be  ? " 

"Let  Pradelle  take  them." 

"  No,"  she  said  firmly.  "  It  is  time  that  we 
acted  for  ourselves.     Will  you  go,  or  shall  I  ?  " 

"  But  you  heard  what  he  said  yesterday  1 " 

"  Yes,  and  I  do  not  believe  it.  Come, 
Harry,  for  your  own  sake,  for  mine." 

"  Yes.  yes  ;  but  wait." 

"  You  forced  me  into  this  compromising 
position  to  help  you  escape  from  England." 

"I  could  not  help  it." 

"  I  am  not  blaming  you  :  I  only  say  act,  or 
let  me." 

He  started  from  his  chair,  and  stood  there 
swayed  by  the  various  passions  which  pervaded 
his  spirit. 

"  Harry." 

"  I  cannot  do  it." 

"Then  let  me  go." 

"  Xo,  no,  no  ! "  he  cried.  "  I  am  not  so 
lost  to  all  manly  feeling  as  that.  Here,  give 
them  to  me,  and  let  us  get  away." 
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"Yes,"  she  said  eagerly,  "at  once.  You 
will  go,  Harry,  and  let  us  cross  to-night." 

He  nodded  his  head,  and  without  another 
word  swept  the  jewels  into  his  pocket,  and 
made  towards  the  door.  As  he  laid  his  hand 
upon  the  lock  he  turned  sharply  and  came 
back. 

"I'm  like  a  curse  to  you,  Louie,"  he  said, 
kissing  her;  "but  I'm  going  to  try,  and  you 
shall  guide  me  now." 

She  clung  to  him  for  a  few  moments,  and 
then  loosened  her  grasp. 

"  I   shall  be  ready  when  you  come  back," 
she  said.     "  We  can  pay  these  people,  and  it 
will  be  like  breathing  afresh  to  get  away." 
"  Yes,"  he  said.     "  But  Pradelle  ?  " 
"Is  our  enemy,  Harry.     Your  evil  genius." 
"No,  no  ;  he  has  been  very  kind." 
"  For  his  own  ends.     There,  go." 
He  went    off  without   a  word ;    and    after 
making   the    few  trifling   preparations  neces- 
sary, Louise  put  on  her  hat  and  cloak,  and 
waited   impatiently  for  her   brother's  return. 
An  hour  passed,  which  seemed  like  two,  and 
then  the  blood  mounted  to  her  pale  cheek,  and 
she  crossed  towards  the  door  ready  to  admit 
her  brother,  for  there   was   a  step  upon  the 
stair.     She  glanced  round  to  see  if  she  had 
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forgotten  anything,  but  there  was  nothing  to 
do,  save  to  pay  the  landlady,  and  then  they 
would  be  free.  She  threw  open  the  door  as 
the  step  paused  on  the  landing,  and  then  she 
ran  back  with  her  lips  apart,  and  a  look  of 
repugnance  and  dread  in  her  eyes. 

"Mr.  Pradelle!" 

"  Yes,  Miss  Louie,  me  it  is,  and  you  don't 
look  best  pleased  to  see  me." 

As  she  fell  back  he  entered  and  closed  the 
door. 

"  My  brother  is  out,  Mr.  Pradelle." 

He  nodded,  and  stood  smiling  at  her. 

"  You  can  leave  any  message  you  wish  for 
him." 

11  And  go  ?  Exactly.  Hah  !  I  should  like  to 
make  you  think  differently  of  me,  Miss  Louie. 
You  know  I  always  loved " 

"  Mr.  Pradelle,  I  am  alone  here,  and  this 
visit  is  an  intrusion." 

"  Intrusion  ?  Ah,  how  hard  you  do  keep  on 
me  ;  but  I'm  patient  as  a  man  can  be.  What 
a  welcome  to  one  who  has  come  to  serve 
you !  I  am  only  your  brother's  messenger, 
Miss  Louie.  He  has  been  and  done  that 
business." 

"  You  know  ?  " 

"  Of  course  I  know.     Harry  is  not  so  hard 
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upon  me  as  you  are.  I  have  seen  him,  and  he 
sent  me  on  here  with  a  cab.  He  wants  you  to 
join  him." 

"To  join  him ?" 

"  Yes,  at  the  station.  He  says  it  is  not  safe 
to  come  back  here,  and  you  are  to  join  him  at 
the  waiting-room." 

"  He  sent  that  message  by  you  ?  " 

"  Yes.  It's  all  nonsense,  of  course,  for  I 
think  he  has  not  so  much  cause  to  be  alarmed. 
There  is  a  risk,  but  he  magnifies  it.  You  are 
ready,  so  let's  go  on  at  once." 

"  Why  did  not  my  brother  return  ?  There 
is  the  landlady  to  pay." 

"  He  lias  commissioned  me  to  do  that.  I 
am  going  to  see  you  both  off,  and  if  you'll 
only  say  a  kind  word  to  me,  Miss  Louie,  I 
don't  know  but  what  I'll  come  with  you." 

"  Did  my  brother  send  that  message  to  me, 
Mr.  Pradelle  ? "   said  Louise,   looking  at  him 
fixedly. 
•     "  Yes,  and  the  cab's  waiting  at  the  door." 

"  It  is  not  true,"  said  Louise  firmly. 

"  What  ? " 

"  I  say,  sir,  it  is  not  true.  After  what  has 
passed  between  us  this  morning,  my  brother 
would  not  send  such  a  message  by  you." 

"  Well,  if  ever  man  had  cause  to  be  hurt  I 
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have,"  cried  Pradelle.  "  Why,  you'll  tell  me 
next  that  he  didn't  go  out  to  pawn  some  of 
your  jewels." 

Louise  hesitated. 

"  There,  you  see,  I  am  right.  He  has  taken 
quite  a  scare,  and  daren't  come  back.  Perhaps 
you  won't  believe  that.  There,  come  along  ; 
we're  wasting  time." 

"It  is  not  true." 

"  How  can  you  be  so  foolish !  I  tell  you 
I  was  to  bring  you  along,  and  you  must  come 
now.     Hush  !  don't  talk,  but  come." 

He  caught  her  hand  and  drew  it  through 
his  arm  so  suddenly  that,  hesitating  between 
faith  and  doubt,  she  made  no  resistance ;  and, 
ready  to  blame  herself  now  for  her  want  of 
trust,  she  was  accompanying  him  towards  the 
door  when  it  was  opened  quickly,  aud  their 
way  was  blocked  by  Leslie  and  Uncle  Luke. 

Pradelle  uttered  an  angry  ejaculation,  and 
Louise  shrank  back  speechless,  her  eyes  di- 
lated, her  lips  apart,  and  a  bewildering  sense 
of  confusion  robbing  her  of  the  power  of 
speech,  as  she  realized  to  the  full  her  position 
in  the  sight  of  those  who  had  sought  her  out. 

"  Then  he  was  right,  Leslie,"  said  Uncle 
Luke  slowly,  as  he  looked  from  his  niece  to 
Pradelle,  and  back. 
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"  Uncle  !  "  she  cried  in  agony,  "  what  are 
you  thinking  ? " 

"  That  you  are  my  niece — a  woman,"  said 
the  old  man  coldly;  "and  that  this  is  Mr. 
Pradelle." 

"  Uncle,  dear  uncle,  let  me  explain,"  cried 
Louise  wildly,  as  she  shivered  at  the  look  of 
contempt  cast  upon  her  by  Leslie. 

"  The  situation  needs  no  explanation,"  said 
Uncle  Luke  coldly. 

"  Not  a  bit,"  said  Pradelle  with  a  half  laugh. 
"  Well,  gentlemen,  what  do  you  want  ?  This 
lady  is  under  my  protection.  Please  to  let  us 
pass." 

"  Yes,"  said  Uncle  Luke  in  the  same  coldly 
sarcastic  tone  of  voice,  "  you  can  pass,  but,  in 
spite  of  everything,  the  lady  stays  with  me." 

"  No,  sir,  she  goes  with  me,"  said  Pradelle  in 
a  blustering  tone.  "  Come  on,"  he  whispered, 
"  for  Harry's  sake." 

"  No,"  said  Uncle  Luke.  "  I  think  we  will 
spare  her  the  pain  of  seeing  you  arrested. 
Mr.  Pradelle,  the  police  are  on  the  stairs." 
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THE    DOG    BITES. 

Pradelle  started  back  as  if  he  had  been 
stung. 

"  Police  ?  "  he  said.    "  What  do  you  mean  ?  " 

"  What  a  man  does  mean,  }7ou  scoundrel, 
when  he  talks  about  them — to  give  you  into 
custody." 

"  It  is  not  a  criminal  offence  to  elope  with 
a  lady,"  said  Pradelle,  with  a  malicious  look 
at  Leslie,  who  stood  before  the  door  with  his 
hands  clenched. 

"  Uncle ! "  cried  Louise,  whose  pale  face 
now  flamed  up  as  she  glanced  at  Leslie,  and 
saw  that  he  avoided  her  eyes. 

"  You  wait,"  he  said.  "  I'll  finish  with  this 
fellow  first,  and  end  by  taking  you  home." 

"  But,  uncle,  let  me  explain." 

"  You'll  hold  your  tongue  !  "  cried  Pradelle 
sharply.     "  Think  what  you  are  going  to  do." 

"  Yes,  she  can  hold  her  tongue,"  cried 
Uncle  Luke,  "  while  I  settle  our  little  business, 
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sir.  Let  me  see.  Ah  !  I  was  always  sure  of 
that." 

Pradelle  had  thrust  himself  forward  offen- 
sively, and  in  a  threatening  manner  so  near 
that  the  old  man  had  only  to  dart  out  one 
hand  to  seize  him  by  the  throat ;  and  quick  as 
lightning  had  drawn  an  old  gold  ring  from 
the  scarf  the  young  man  wore. 

"  What  are  you  doing  ?  "  roared  Pradelle, 
clenching  his  fist. 

"  Taking  possession  of  my  own.  Look  here, 
Leslie,  my  old  signet-ring  that  scoundrel  took 
from  a  nail  over  my  chimney-piece." 

"  It's  a  lie,  it's " 

"  My  crest,  and  enough  by  itself  to  justify 
the  police  being   called  up." 

"  A  trick,  a  trumped-up  charge,"  cried 
Pradelle. 

"You  must  prove  that  at  the  same  time 
you  clear  yourself  of  robbing  Van  Heldre." 

"  I — I  rob  Van  Heldre  !  I  swear  I  never 
had  a  shilling  of  his  money." 

"  You  were  not  coming  away  when  I 
knocked  you  down  with  old  Crampton's  ruler, 
eh  ?  " 

Pradelle  shrank  from  the  upraised  stick,  and 
with  an  involuntary  movement  clapped  his 
hand  to  his  head. 
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"  See  that,  Leslie  ! "  cried  the  old  man  with 
a  sneering  laugh.  "Yes,  that  was  the  place. 
1  hit  as  hard  as  I  could." 

•'•'  A  trick,  a  trap  !  Bah  !  I'm  not  scared  by 
your  threats.  You  stand  aside,  and  let  us 
pass  ! "  cried  Pradelle  in  a  loud,  bullying  way, 
as  he  tried  to  draw  Louise  toward  the  door  ; 
but  she  freed  herself  from  his  grasp. 

"  No,  no  !  "  she  cried  wildly,  as  with  ears 
and  eyes  on  the  strain  she  glanced  at  window 
and  door,  and  caught  her  uncle's  arm. 

"  Hah  !  glad  you  have  so  much  good  sense 
left.     Nice  scoundrel  this  to  choose,  my  girl !  " 

"  Uncle  !  "  she  whispered,  "you  shall  let  me 
explain." 

"  I  don't  want  to  hear  any  explanation," 
cried  the  old  man  angrily.  "  I  know  quite 
enough.     Will  you  come  home  with  me  ?  " 

'■'  Yes  !  "  she  cried  eagerly,  and  Leslie  drew 
a  breath  full  of  relief.     "  No  !  " 

The  negative  came  like  a  cry  of  agony. 

"  I  cannot,  uncle,  I  cannot." 

i;  I'll  see  about  that,"  cried  the  old  man. 
"Now,  Leslie,  ask  Sergeant  Parkins  to  step 
up  here." 

k'  Let  him  if  he  dares  ! "  cried  Pradelle 
fiercely. 

':  Oh,  he  dares,"  said    Lncle  Luke,  smiling 
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"  Call  him  up,  for  it  is  a  criminal  case,  after 
all." 

"  Stop  ! "  cried  Pradelle,  as  Leslie  laid  his 
hand  upon  the  door. 

"  Yes,  stop — pray,  pray  stop  !  "  cried  Louise 
in  agony ;  and  with  a  wild  look  of  horror, 
which  stung  Leslie  with  jealous  rage.  "Uncle, 
you  must  not  do  this." 

"  I'd  do  it  if  it  was  ten  times  as  hard  ! " 
cried  the  old  man. 

"  What  shall  I  say— what  shall  I  do  ?  " 
moaned  Louise.  "  Uncle,  uncle,  pray  don't 
do  this.  You  mast  not  send  for  the  police. 
Give  me  time  to  explain — to  set  you  right." 

"  Shame  upon  you  ! "  cried  the  old  man 
fiercely.  "  Defending  such  a  scoundrel  as 
that !  " 

"  No,  no,  uncle,  I  do  not  defend  this  man. 
Listen  to  me ;  you  do  not  know  what  you  are 
doing." 

"  Not  know  what  I  am  doing  ?     Ah  !  " 

He  turned  from  her  in  disgust,  and  with  a 
look  of  agony  that  thrilled  him,  she  caught 
Leslie's  arm. 

"You  will  listen  to  me,  Mr.  Leslie.  You 
must  not,  you  shall  not,  call  in  the  police." 

He  did  not  speak  for  the  moment,  but 
stood  hesitating  as  if  yielding  to  her  prayer  ; 
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but  the  frown  deepened  upon  his  brow  as  he 
loosened  her  grasp  upon  his  arm. 

"It  is  for  your  good,"  he  said  coldly,  "  to 
save  you  from  a  man  like  that." 

"  I  must  speak,  I  must  speak  !  "  cried  Louise, 
and  then  she  uttered  a  wail  of  horror  and 
shrank  to  her  uncle's  side. 

For  as  she  clung  to  Leslie,  Pradelle,  with 
a  bullying  look,  planted  himself  before  the 
door  to  arrest  Leslie's  progress,  and  then 
shrank  back  as  he  saw  the  grim  smile  of 
satisfaction  upon  the  young  Scot's  face. 

It  was  the  work  of  moments,  and  the 
'action  seemed  like  to  that  of  one  of  his  own 
country  deerhounds.  as  Leslie  dashed  at  him ; 
there  was  the  dull  sound  of  a  heavy  blow,  and 
Pradelle  went  down  with  a  crash  in  one  corner 
of  the  room. 

"  Mr.  Leslie !  Mr.  Leslie !  for  pity's  sake 
stay  !  "  cried  Louise  as  she  made  for  the  door ; 
but  Uncle  Luke  caught  her  hand,  and  retained 
it  as  the  door  swuno;  to. 

"  Uncle,  uncle  !  "  she  moaned,  "  what  have 
you  done  \ " 

"  Done  ?  "  he  cried.  "  You  mad,  infatuated 
girl !  My  duty  to  my  brother  and  to 
you. 

"All    right,"    said   Pradelle,   rising   slowly. 


198  OF    HIGH    DESCENT. 

"Let's  have  in  the  police  then.  I  can  clear 
myself,  I  dare  say." 

"Mr.  Pradelle,  if  you  have  a  spark  of 
manliness  in  you,  pray  say  no  more,"  cried 
Louise,  as,  snatching  herself  free,  she  ran  to 
him  now. 

"  Oh,  I'm  not  going  to  be  made  a  scape- 
goat ! "  he  cried  savagely  ;  but  as  his  eyes  met 
hers  full  of  piteous  appeal,  his  whole  manner 
changed,  and  he  caught  her  hands  in  his. 

"  Yes,  I  will,"  he  whispered.  "  I'll  bear  it 
all.  It  can't  be  for  long,  and  I  may  get  off. 
Promise  me " 

He  said  the  rest  of  the  words  with  his  lips 
close  to  her  ear. 

"Your  wife?"  she  faltered  as  she  shrank 
away  and  crossed  to  her  uncle.  "  No,  no, 
no  ! " 

There  was  a  sharp  rap  on  the  panel,  the 
door  yielded,  and  Sergeant  Parkins  stepped  in. 

"  Mr.  Pradelle,  eh  ? "  he  said  with  a  grim 
smile.  "  Glad  to  make  your  acquaintance,  sir, 
at  last.     You'll  come  quietly  ?  " 

"Oh,  yes,  I'll  come,"  said  Pradelle.  "I've 
got  an  answer  to  the  charge." 

"  Of  course  you  have,  sir.  Glad  to  hear 
it.  Sorry  to  put  a  stop  to  your  pleasant  little 
game.     Shall  I  ?  " 
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"  There's  no  need,"  said  Pradelle  in  answer 
to  a  meaning  gesticulation  toward  his  wrists. 
'•'I  know  how  to  behave  like  a  gentleman." 

"That's  right,"  said  the  sergeant,  who,  with 
a  display  of  delicacy  hardly  to  have  been 
expected  in  his  triumph  at  having,  as  he 
felt,  had  his  prognostication  fulfilled,  carefully 
abstained  from  even  glancing  at  the  trembling 
girl,  who  stood  there  with  agony  and  despair 
painted  on  her  face. 

"  It  ain't  too  late  yet,  Miss  Louie,"  said 
Pradelle,  crossing  towards  her, 

"  Keep  that  scoundrel  back,  Parkins,"  cried 
Uncle  Luke. 

"  Pdght,  sir.     Now,  Mr.  Pradelle." 

••  Stop  a  moment,  can't  you  ?"  shouted  the 
prisoner.  "  Miss  Louie — to  save  him  you'll 
promise,  and  I'll  be  dumb.      I  swear  I  will." 

Louise  drew  herself  up  as  a  piteous  sigh 
escaped  her  breast. 

"No,"  she  said  firmly,  "I  cannot  promise 
that.  Uncle  dear,  I  have  tried  to  save  him  to 
the  la-t.     I  can  do  no  more." 

"No,"  said  the  old  man,  "you  can  do  no 
more." 

"Mr.  Pradelle,"  she  cried,  "you  will  not  be 
so  base  I " 

"  Will  you  promise  ?  "  he  cried. 
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"  No." 

"  Then — here,  just  a  minute.  You,  Mr. 
Luke  Vine,  will  you  give  me  a  word  ? " 

"  No,"  roared  Uncle  Luke.  "  Take  him 
away." 

"  Then  the  sergeant  here  will,"  cried  Pra- 
delle  savagely.  "  Look  here,  sit  down  and 
wait  for  a  few  minutes,  and  you  can  take 
Harry  Vine  as  well." 

"  What  do  you  mean  ?  "  cried  the  sergeant 
roughly. 

"  Only  that  he  has  gone  out  to  raise  the 
money  for  a  bolt  to  France,  and  he'll  be  back 
directly.     Two  birds  with  one  stone." 

"  Only  a  trick,  sir/'  said  the  sergeant  grimly. 
"  Now,  Mr.  Pradelle,  hansom  or  four-wheeler  ? 
I  give  you  your  choice." 

"  Four-wheeler,"  said  Pradelle,  with  a  sneer- 
ing laugh. 

"  My  poor  brother  ! "  moaned  Louise,  as 
she  made  a  clutch  at  the  air,  and  then  sank 
fainting  in  her  uncle's  arms. 

"You  scoundrel!  to  speak  like  that,"  cried 
Uncle  Luke  fiercely. 

"  Here,  what  do  you  mean  ? "  said  the 
sergeant. 

"  What  I  said.  He  wasn't  drowned.  Harry 
was  too  clever  for  that." 
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Click — click  '. 

A  pair  of  handcuffs  were  fastened  to  his 
wrists  with  marvellous  celerity,  and  lie  was 
swung  into  a  chair. 

;;  I  don't  know  whether  this  is  a  bit  of 
gammon,  Mr.  Pradelle  "  said  the  sergeant 
sharply,  ;i  but  I  never  lose  a  chance." 

He  paid  not  the  slightest  heed  to  the  other 
occupants  of  the  room,  but  ran  to  the  window, 
threw  it  open,  and  called  to  some  one  below, 
but  only  his  last  words  were  heard  by  those 
inside. 

"  Quick  !  first  one  you  see,  and  I'll  give  you 
a  shilliuo;." 

The  sergeant  closed  the  window  and  crossed 
to  Pradelle. 

"  If  it's  a  trick  it  will  do  you  no  good. 
You  see,  to  begin  with,  it  has  brought  you 
those." 

'■'I  don't  care,"  said.  Pradelle,  glowering  at 
Uncle  Luke.  "It  will  take  some  of  the  pride 
out  of  him,  and  I  shan't  go  alone." 

"  It  is  a  trick,  sergeant.  Take  the  scoundrel 
away." 

"  Mast  make  sure,  sir.  Sorry  for  the  lady, 
but  she  may  have  been  deceived  that  horrible 
night,  and  there's  more  in  this  than  I  can 
understand.     Your  friend  be  long,  sir  I  " 
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"  Mr.  Leslie  ?  I  expected  him  back  with 
you. 

"  Mr.  Leslie  went  on  out  into  the  street,  sir. 
Here,  I  have  it.  He  has  been  in  hiding  down 
your  way,  and  came  up  with  the  lady  there." 

"  That's  it,  sergeant,  you're  a  'cute  one,"  said 
Pradelle  with  a  laugh. 

"  Who  has  been  in  hiding  ? " 

"  Your  nephew,  sir.  I  see  it  all  now.  What 
a  fool  I've  been." 

%  My  nephew  !— Not  dead  ?  " 

"  Harry — brother  !  "  moaned  Louise.  "  I 
could  do  no  more.     Ah  ! " 

Uncle  Lake  fell  a-trembling  as  he  caught 
the  half-insensible  girl's  hand,  gazing  wildly 
at  the  sergeant  the  while. 

"Look  here,  Pradelle,  no  more  nonsense. 
Will  he  come  back  ?  " 

"  If  you  keep  quiet  of  course.  Not  if  he 
sees  you." 

"  Ah  !  "  ejaculated  the  sergeant,  crossing  to 
the  door  as  he  heard  a  step ;  and  hurrying 
out  he  returned  directly  with  a  constable  in 
uniform. 

"  Stop  ! "  he  said  shortly,  and  he  nodded  to 
the  prisoner.  "  Very  sorry,  Mr.  Vine,  sir,"  he 
then  said ;  "  but  you  must  stay  here  for  a  bit. 
I  am  going  down  to  wait  outside." 
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"  But,  Parkins  ! "  cried  Uncle  Luke,  agita- 
tedly, "  I  cannot.  If  this  is  true — that 
poor    boy — no,    no,    he    must    not    be    taken 

DOW. 

"  Too  late,  sir,  to  talk  like  that,"  cried  the 
sergeant.      "You  stop  there." 

"Yes,"  said  Pradelle,  as  the  door  closed  on 
the  sergeant's  retiring  figure;  "pleasant  for 
you.  I  always  hated  you  for  a  sneering  old 
crab.     It's  your  time  to  feel  now." 

"  Silence,  you  scoundrel !"  cried  Uncle  Luke, 
fiercely.      "  She's  coming  to." 

LTncle  Luke  was  wrong,  for  Louise  only 
moaned  slightly,  and  then  relapsed  into 
insensibility,  from  which  a  doctor  who  was 
fetched  did  not  seem  to  recall  her,  and  hour 
after  hour  of  patient  watching  followed,  but 
Harrv  did  not  return. 

"  The  bird  has  been  scared,  sir,"  said 
Parkins,  entering  the  room  at  last.  "  I  can't 
ask  you  to  stay  longer.  There's  a  cab  at  the 
door  to  take  the  lady  to  your  hotel." 

"  But  are  you  sure — that — my  poor  boy 
lives  ? " 

"  Certain,  sir,  now.  I've  had  his  description 
from  the  people  down  below.  I  shall  have 
him  before  to-nioht." 

o 

"L'homme  propose,  mais " 
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Five  minutes  later  Louise,  quite  insensible, 
was  being  borne  to  the  hotel ;  Mr.  PradaHe,  to 
an  establishment  offering  similar  advantages 
as  to  bed  and  board,  but  with  the  freedom  of 
ingress  and  egress  left  out. 


CHAPTER   XIX. 

DIOGENES    DISCOVERS. 

"  Blame  you,  my  dear  ?  No,  no,  of  course 
not.  Then  you  knew  nothing  about  it  till  that 
night  when  he  came  to  the  window  ? " 

"  Oh  no,  uncle  dear." 

Louise  started  up  excitedly  from  the  couch 
at  the  hotel  upon  which  she  was  lying,  while 
the  old  man  trotted  up  and  down  the  room. 

"  Now,  now,  now,"  he  cried  piteously,  but 
with  exceeding  tenderness,  as  he  laid  his  hand 
upon  her  brow,  and  pressed  her  back  till  her 
head  rested  on  the  pillow.  "  Your  head's 
getting  hot  again,  and  the  doctor  said  you 
were  not  to  be  excited  in  any  way.  There, 
let's  talk  about  fishing,  or  sea-anemones,  or 
something  else." 

"•  No,  no,  uncle  dear,  I  must  talk  about  this, 
or  I  shall  be  worse." 

"  Then  for  o-oodness'  sake  let's  talk  about 
it,"  he  said  eagerly,  as  he  took  a  chair  by  her 
side  and  held  her  hand. 
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"You  don't  blame  me  then — -very  much." 

"  Well,  say  not  very  'much  ;  but  it's  not 
very  pleasant  to  have  a  nephew  who  makes 
one  believe  he's  dead,  and  a  niece  who  pre- 
tends that  she  has  bolted  with  a  scampish 
Frenchman." 

"  Uncle,  uncle,"  she  cried  piteously. 

"  You  see  it  has  been  a  terrible  upset  for 
me,  while  as  to  your  poor  father " 

"  But,  uncle,  dear,  what  could  I  do  ? " 

"  Well,  when  you  wrere  writing,  you  might 
have  said  a  little  more." 

"  I  wrote  what  poor  Harry  forced  me  to 
write.     What  else  could  I  say  ?  " 

"  You  see,  it  has  upset  us  all  so  terribly. 
George  —  I  mean  your  father  —  will  never 
forgive  you." 

"  But  you  do  not  put  yourself  in  my  place, 
uncle.  Think  of  how  Harry  was  situated  ; 
think  of  his  horror  of  bein^  taken.  Indeed, 
he  was  half  mad." 

"No  :  quite,  Louie;  and  you  seem  to  have 
caught  the  complaint." 

"  I  hardly  knew  what  I  did.  It  was  like  some 
terrible  dream.     Harry  frightened  me  then." 

"  Enough  to  frighten  any  one,  appearing 
like  a  ghost  at  the  window  when  we  believed 
he  was  dead." 
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"  I  did  not  mean  that,  uncle.  I  mean  that 
he  was  in  a  terrible  state  of  fever,  and  hardly 
seemed  accountable  for  his  actions.  I  thiuk  I 
should  have  felt  obliged  to  go  with  him,  even 
if  he  had  not  been  so  determined." 

Ah  !    wed.    you've   talked   about   it   quite 
enough." 

'•'  No,  no ;  I  must  talk  about  it — about 
Harry.  Oh  !  uncle  !  uncle !  after  all  this 
suffering  for  him  to  be  taken  after  all !  The 
horror  !  the  shame  !  the  disgrace  !  You  must 
— you  shall  save  him  !  " 

"I'm  going  to  try  all  I  know,  my  darling; 
but  when  once  you  have  started  the  police 
it's  hard  work  to  keep  them  back." 

■•'How  could  you  do  it  ?  " 

"  How  could  I  do  it  ";  "  cried  the  old  man 
testily.  "  I  didn't  do  it  to  find  him,  of  course, 
but  to  try  and  run  you  to  earth.  How  could 
I  know  that  Harry  was  alive  ?  " 

':  But  you  will  not  let  him  be  imprisoned. 
Has  he  not  suffered  enough  ? " 

'■  Not  more  than  he  deserves  to  suffer,  my 
child  ;  but  we  must  stop  all  that  judge  and 
jury  business  somehow.  Get  Van  Hcldre  not 
to  prosecute." 

"I  will  go  down  on  my  knees  to  him,  and 
stay  at  his  feet  till  he  promises  to  spare  him — 
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poor  foolish  boy  !  But,  uncle,  what  are  you 
going  to  do  ?  You  will  not  send  word 
down  ? " 

"  Not  sand  word  ?     Why,  I  sent  to  Made- 
laine  a  couple  of   hours    ago,    while  you   lay 
there  insensible." 
"  You  sent  ?  " 
"  Yes,  a  long  telegram." 
"  Uncle,  what  have  you  done  ?  " 
"  What  I  ought  to  do,  my  child,  and  bade 
her  tell  her  father  and  mother,  and  then   go 
and  break  it  gently  to  my  brother." 
"  Uncle  ! " 

"  There,  there,  my  dear,  you  said  I  ought 
to  put  myself  in  your  place ;  suppose  you 
put  yourself  in  mine." 

"  Yes,  yes,  uncle,  dear ;  I  see  now ;  I 
see." 

"  Then  try  and  be  calm.     You  know  how 
these  difficulties  sometimes  settle  themselves." 
"  Not    such    difficulties     as     these,    uncle. 
Harry  !    my  brother  !  my  poor  brother  !  " 

"  Louie,  my  dear  child  !  "  said  the  old  man, 
with  a  comical  look  of  perplexity  in  his  face, 
"  have  some  pity  on  me." 

"  My  dearest  uncle,"  she  sobbed,  as  she 
drew  his  face  down  to  hers. 

"  Yes,"    he    said,   kissing   her ;    "  that's    ail 
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very  well,  and  affectionate,  and  nice  ;  but  do 
look  here.  You  know  how  I  live,  and  why  I 
live  as  I  do." 

"  Yes,  uncle." 

"  To  save  myself  from  worry  and  anxiety. 
I  am  saving  myself  from  trouble,  am  I  not  % 
Htre,  let  go  of  my  hand,  and  I'll  send  off 
another  message  to  hasten  your  father  up,  so 
as  to  set  me  free." 

"No,  uncle,  dear,  you  will  not  leave  me," 
she  said,  with  a  pleading  look  in  her  eyes. 

"There  vou  go  !"  he  cried.  "I  wish  you 
wouldn't  have  so  much  faith  in  me,  Louie. 
You  ought  to  know  better ;  but  you  always 
would  believe  in  me." 

"  Yes,  uncle,  always,"  said  Louise,  as  she 
placed  his  hand  upon  her  pillow,  and  her 
cheek  in  his  palm. 

"  Well,  all  I  can  say  is  that  it's  a  great 
nuisance  for  me.  But  I'm  glad  I've  found 
you,  my  dear,  all  the  same." 

"'After  believing  all  manner  of  evil  of  me, 
uncle." 

"No,  no,  not  quite  so  bad  as  that.  There  : 
never  mind  what  I  thought.  I  found  vou 
out,  and  just  in  the  nick  of  time.  I  say, 
where  the  dickens  can  Leslie  be  ? " 

"Mr.  Leslie!" 

YuL.   III.  P 
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Louise  raised  her  face,  with  an  excited  look 
in  her  eyes. 

"  Well,  why  are  you  looking  like  that  ?  " 

"  Tell  me,  uncle — was  he  very  much  hurt, 
that  night  ?  " 

"  Nearly  killed,"  said  the  old  man  grimly, 
and  with  a  furtive  look  at  his  niece. 

"  Uncle  !  " 

"  Well,  what  of  it  ?  He's  nothing  to  you. 
Good  enough  sort  of  fellow,  but  there  are 
thousands  of  better  men  in  the  world." 

Louise's  brow  grew  puckered,  and  a  red 
spot  burned  in  each  of  her  cheeks. 

"Been  very  good  and  helped  me.  to  find 
you  ;   paid  the  detective  to  hunt  you  out." 

"  Uncle  !  surely  you  will  not  let  Mr.  Leslie 
pay." 

"Not  let  him?  I  did  let  him.  He  has 
plenty  of  money,  and  I  have  none — handy." 

"  But,  uncle  !  " 

"  Oh  !  it  pleased  him  to  pay.  I  don't  know 
why,  though,  unless,  like  all  youDg  men,  he 
wanted  to  make  ducks  and  drakes  of  his  cash." 

Louise's  brow  seemed  to  grow  more  con- 
tracted. 

"  Bit  of  a  change  for  him  to  run  up  to 
town.  I  suppose  that's  what  made  him  come," 
continued  the  old  man;  "and  now  I've  found 
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you,  I  suppose  he  feels  free  to  go  about  where 
he  likes.     I  never  liked  him." 

If  Uncle  Luke  expected  his  niece  to  make 
some  reply  he  was  mistaken,  for  Louise  lay 
back  with  her  eyes  half-closed,  apparently 
thinking  deeply,  till  there  was  a  tap  at  the 
door. 

"Hah!  that's  Leslie,"  cried  the  old  man, 
rising. 

"  You  will  come  back  and  tell  me  if  there 
is  any  news  of  Harry,  uncle,"  whispered 
Louise.  Then,  with  an  agonized  look  up  at 
him  as  she  clung  to  his  hands,  "  He  will  not 
help  them  ? " 

"  What,  to  capture  that  poor  boy  ?  No,  no. 
Leslie  must  feel  bitter  against  the  man  who 
struck  him  down,  but  not  so  bad  as  that." 

The  knock  was  repeated  before  he  could 
free. his  hands  and  cross  the  room. 

'•'  Yes,  what  is  it  %  " 

"That    o-entleman   who    has    been    to    see 

o 

you  before,  sir,"  said  the  waiter,  in  a  low 
voice. 

"  Not  Mr.  Leslie  ?     He  has  not  returned  ?" 

"No,  sir." 

"  I'll  come  directly.     Where  is  he  ?  " 

"  In  the  coffee-room,  sir." 

Uncle  Luke  closed  the  door  and  recrossed 

P    2 
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the  room,  to  where  Louise  had  half  risen  and 
was  gazing  at  him  wildly. 

"  News  of  Harry,  uncle  ?  " 

"  Don't  know,  my  dear." 

"  You  are  keeping  it  from  me.  That  man 
has  taken  him,  and  all  this  agony  of  suffering 
has  been  in  vain." 

"  I'd  give  something  if  Madelaine  were 
here,"  said  Uncle  Luke.  "  No,  no  ;  I  am  not 
keeping  back  anything.  I  don't  know  any- 
thing ;  I  only  came  back  to  beg  of  you  to  be 
calm.  There,  I  promise  you  that  you  shall 
know  all." 

"  Even  the  worst  ?  " 

"  Even  the  worst." 

Louise  sank  back,  and  the  old  man  descended 
to  the  coffee-room,  to  find  Parkins  impatiently 
walking  up  and  down. 

"  Well  ?  " 

"  No,  sir ;  no  luck  yet,"  said  that  officer. 

"  What  do  you  mean  with  your  no  luck  ?  " 
cried  Uncle  Luke  angrily.  "You  don't  sup- 
pose I  want  him  found  ? " 

"  Perhaps  not,  sir,  but  I  do.  I  never  like 
to  undertake  a  job  without  carrying  it  through, 
and  I  feel  over  this  that  I  have  been  regularly 
tricked." 

"  What's  that  to  me,  sir  ? " 
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"  Nothing,  sir  ;  but  to  a  man  in  my  position, 
with  his  character  as  a  keen  officer  at  stake, 
a  great  deal.  Mr.  Leslie,  sir.  Has  he  been 
back  ? " 

"  There,  once  for  all,  it's  of  no  use  for  you  to 
come  and  question  me,  Parkins.  I  engaged 
you  to  track  out  my  niece ;  you  have  suc- 
ceeded, and  you  may  draw  what  I  promised 
you,  and  flve-and-twenty  guineas  besides  for 
the  sharp  way  in  which  you  carried  it  out. 
You  have  done  your  task,  and  I  discharge 
you.      I  belong  to  the  enemy  now." 

"Yes,  sir;  but  I  have  the  other  job  to 
finish.,  in  which  you  did  not  instruct  me." 

"  Look  here,  Parkins,"  said  Lncle  Luke, 
taking  liim  by  the  lappel  of  his  coat,  "  never 
mind  about  the  other  business." 

"  But  I  do,  sir.  Every  man  has  some  pride, 
and  mine  is  to  succeed  in  every  job  I  take  in 
hand." 

"Ah!  well,  look  here;  you  shall  succeed. 
You  did  your  best  over  it,  and  well  consider 
it  was  the  last  act  of  the  drama  when  my 
foolish  nephew  jumped  into  the  sea." 

"  Oh,  no,  sir.     I " 

"  Wait  a  minute.  AYhat  a  hurry  you  men 
are  in  !  Now  look  here,  Parkins.  I'm  only  a 
poor  quiet  country  person,  and   I  should  be 
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sorry  for  you  to  think  I  tried  to  bribe  you ; 
but  you've  done  your  duty.  Now  go  no 
farther  in  this  matter,  and  I'll  sell  out  stock 
to  a  hundred  pounds,  and  you  shall  transfer 
it  to  your  name  in  the  bank." 

Parkins  shook  his  head  and  frowned. 

"  For  a  nest  egg,  man." 

"  No,  sir." 

"  Then  look  here,  my  man  ;  this  is  a  painful 
family  scandal,  and  I  don't  want  it  to  go  any 
farther,  for  the  sake  of  those  who  are  suffering. 
I'll  make  it  two  hundred." 

"  No,  sir  ;  no." 

"Then  two  hundred  and  fifty;  all  clean 
money,  Parkins." 

"Dirty  money,  sir,  you  mean,"  said  the 
sergeant  quietly.  "  Look  here,  Mr.  Luke 
Vine,  you  are,  as  you  say,  a  quiet  country 
gentleman,  so  I  won't  be  angry  with  you. 
You'll  give  me  five  hundred  pounds  to  stop 
this  business  and  let  your  nephew  get  right 
away  ? " 

Uncle  Luke  drew  a  Ions;  breath. 

"  Five  hundred  !  "  he  muttered.  "  Well,  it 
will  come  out  of  what  I  meant  to  leave  him, 
and  I  suppose  he'll  be  very  glad  to  give  it  to 
escape." 

"Do     you    understand    me,    sir?      You'll 
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give  me  five  hundred  pounds  to  stop  this 
search  ? " 

Uncle  Luke  drew  another  long  breath. 

"  You're  a  dreadful  scoundrel,  Parkins,  and 
too  much  for  me  ;  but  yes  :  you  shall  have 
the  money." 

"  Xo,  sir,  I'm  not  a  dreadful  scoundrel,  or 
I  should  make  you  pay  me  a  thousand 
pounds." 

"  I  wouldn't  pay  it — not  a  penny  more  than 
five  hundred." 

"Yes,  you  would,  sir;  you'd  pay  me  a 
thousand  for  the  sake  of  that  sweet  young 
lady  up-stairs.  You'd  pay  me  every  shilling 
you've  got  if  I  worked  you,  and  in  spite  of 
your  shabby  looks  I  believe  you're  pretty 
warm." 

"  Xever  you  mind  my  looks,  sir,  or  my 
warmth,"  cried  Uncle  Luke  indignantly. 
"  That  matter  is  settled,  then  ?  Five  hundred 
pounds  1 " 

"  Thousand  would  be  a  nice  bit  of  money  for 
a  man  like  me  to  have  put  away  against  the 
day  I  get  a  crack  on  the  head  or  am  shot  by 
some  scoundrel.  Xice  thing  for  the  wife  and 
my  girl.  Just  about  the  same  age  as  your 
niece,  sir." 

"  That  will  do  ;    that   will  do,"  said  Uncle 
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Luke     stiffly.       "The     business    is     settled, 
then." 

"  No,  sir ;  not  yet.  I  won't  be  gruff  with 
you,  sir,  because  your  motive's  honest,  and 
I'm  sorry  to  have  to  be  hard  at  a  time  like 
this." 

"You  dog!"  snarled  Uncle  Luke;  "you 
have  me  down.  Go  on,  worry  me.  There, 
out  with  it.  I  haven't  long  to  live.  Tell 
me  what  I  am  to  give  you,  and  you  shall 
have  it." 

"  Your — hand,  sir,"  cried  the  sergeant ;  and 
as  it  was  unwillingly  extended  he  gripped  it 
with  tremendous  force.  "  Your  hand,  sir,  for 
that  of  a  fine,  true-hearted  English  gentleman. 
No,  sir :  I'm  not  to  be  bought  at  any  price. 
If  I  could  do  it  I  would,  for  the  sake  of  that 
poor  broken-hearted  girl ;  but  it  isn't  to  be 
done.  I  will  not  insult  you,  though,  by 
coming  here  to  get  information.  Good-day, 
sir;  and  you  can  write  to  me.     Good-bye." 

He  gave  Uncle  Luke's  hand  a  final  wring, 
and  then,  with  a  short  nod,  left  the  room. 

"  Diogenes  the  second,"  said  Uncle  Luke, 
with  a  dry,  harsh  laugh ;  "  and  I've  beaten 
Diogenes  the  first,  for  he  took  a  lantern  to 
find  his  honest  man,  and  didn't  find  him.  I 
have  found  one  without  a  light." 


CHAPTER   XX. 

UNCLE    LUKE    TURNS    PBOPHET. 

li  Why  doesn't  Leslie  come  ? "  said  Uncle 
Luke  impatiently,  as  lie  rose  from  a  nearly 
untasted  breakfast  the  next  morning  to  £0 
to  the  window  of  his  private  room  in  the 
hotel  and  try  to  look  up  and  down  the  street. 
"  It's  too  bad  of  him.  Here,  what  in  the 
world  have  I  done  to  be  condemned  to  such 
a  life  as  this  ?  " 

'•'  Life  \  "  he  exclaimed  after  a  contemptuous 
stare  at  the  grimy  houses  across  the  street. 
"  Life  ?  I  don't  call  this  life  !  What,  an 
existence  !     Prison  would  be  preferable." 

He  winced  as  the  word  prison  occurred  to 
him,  and  began  to  think  of  Harry. 

"  I  can't  understand  it.  Well,  he's  clever 
enough  at  hiding,  but  it  seems  very  cowardly 
to  leave  his  sister  in  the  lurch.  Thought 
she  was  with  me,  I  hope.  Confound  it,  why 
don't  Leslie  come  ?  " 

"  Bah !    want    of  pluck ! "    he    cried,   after 
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another  glance  from  the  window.  "  Tide 
must  be  about  right  this  week,  and  the  bass 
playing  in  that  eddy  off  the  point.  Could 
have  fished  there  again  now.  Never  seemed 
to  fancy  it  when  I  thought  poor  Harry  was 
drowned  off  it.  Confound  poor  Harry !  He 
has  always  been  a  nuisance.  Now,  I  wonder 
whether  it  would  be  possible  to  get  communi- 
cation with  him  unknown  to  these  police  ?  " 

He  took  a  walk  up  and  down  the  room  for 
a  few  minutes. 

"  Now  that's  where  Leslie  would  be  so  use- 
ful ;  and  he  keeps  away.  Because  of  Louie, 
I  suppose.  Well,  what  is  it  ?  Why  have  you 
brought  the  breakfast  back  ?  " 

"The  young  lady  said  she  was  coming 
down,  sir,"  said  the  chambermaid,  who  had 
entered  with  a  tray. 

"  Stuff  and  nonsense  ! "  cried  the  old  man 
angrily.  "  Go  up  and  tell  her  she  is  not  to 
get  up  till  the  doctor  has  seen  her,  and  not 
then  unless  he  gives  her  leave." 

The  maid  gave  her  shoulders  a  slight  shrug, 
and  turned  to  go,  when  the  door  opened,  and, 
looking  very  pale  and  hollow-eyed,  Louise 
entered. 

Uncle  Luke  gave  his  foot  an  impatient 
stamp. 
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Ci  That's  right,"  he  cried ;  "  do  all  you  can 
to  make  yourself  ill,  and  keep  me  a  prisoner 
in  this  black  hole.  Xo,  no,  my  darling,  I 
didn't  mean  that.  So  you  didn't  like  having 
your  breakfast  alone  ?  That'll  do ;  set  it 
down." 

The  maid  left  the  room,  and  Louise  stood, 
with  her  head  resting  on  the  old  man's 
breast. 

"  Now  tell  me,  uncle  dear,"  she  said  in  a 
low  voice,  and  without  looking  up,  "  has  poor 
Harry  been  taken  ?  " 

"No." 

"Hah!" 

A  long  sigh  of  relief. 

"  And  Mr.  Leslie  1     What  does  he  say  ?  " 

"I  don't  know.  He  has  not  been  here 
since  he  left  with  me  yesterday." 

"  And  he  calls  himself  our  friend  ! "  cried 
Louise,  looking  up  with  flushing  face.  "  Uncle, 
why  does  he  not  try  and  save  Harry  instead 
of  joining  the  cowardly  pack  who  are  hunting 
him  down  ? " 

"Come,  I  like  that!"  cried  Uncle  Luke. 
"  I'd  rather  see  you  in  a  passion  than  down 
as  you  were  last  night." 

"I — I  cannot  help  it,  uncle;  I  can  think 
of  only  one  thing — Harry." 
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"  And  Mr.  Leslie,  and  accuse  him  of  hunting 
Harry  down." 

"  Well,  did  he  not  do  so  ?  Did  he  not  come 
with  that  dreadful  man  ?  " 

"  To  try  and  save  you  from  the  French 
scoundrel  with  whom  he  thought  you  had 
eloped." 

"  Oh,  hush,  uncle,  dear.  Now  tell  me,  what 
do  you  propose  doing  ?  " 

"Nothing." 

"Uncle!" 

"  That's  the  best  policy.  There,  my  darling, 
I  have  done  all  I  could  this  morning  to  help 
the  poor  boy,  but — I  must  be  plain — the 
police  are  in  hot  pursuit,  and  if  I  move  a 
step  I  am  certain  to  be  watched.  Look 
there  ! " 

He  pointed  down  into  the  street. 

"  That  man  on  the  other  side  is  watching 
this  house,  I'm  sure,  and  if  I  go  away  I  shall 
be  followed." 

"  But  while  we  are  doing  nothing,  who 
knows  what  may  happen,  dear  ? " 

"  Don't  let's  imagine  things.  Harry  is 
clever  enough  perhaps  to  get  away,  and  now 
he  knows  that  w^e  have  found  out  the  truth, 
you  wrill  see  that  he  is  not  long  before  he 
writes.      I  want  Leslie  now.      Depend  upon 
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it  the  poor  fellow  felt  that  he  would  be  cle 
troj),  and  has  gone  straight  back  home." 

Louise  uttered  a  sigh  full  of  relief. 

"'You  scared  him  away,  my  dear,  and 
perhaps  it's  for  the  best.  He's  a  very  stupid 
fellow,  and  as  obstinate — well,  as  a  Scot." 

"  But  knowing  Harry  as  he  does,  uncle, 
and  being;  so  much  Younger  than  you  are, 
would  it  not  be  better  if  he  were  working 
with  you  ?  We  must  try  and  save  poor  Harry 
from  that  dreadful  fate." 

"  Oh,  I  don't  know,"  said  Uncle  Luke 
slowly.     "  There,  have  some   tea." 

Then  rising  from  his  seat,  he  rang,  and 
going  to  the  writing-table  sat  down  ;  and  while 
Louise  made  a  miserable  pretence  of  sipping 
her  tea,  the  old  man  wrote  down  something 
and  o-ave  it  to  the  waiter  who  entered. 

o 

"  Directly,"  he  said ;  and  the  man  left  the 
room. 

'•'Yes,  on  second  thoughts  you  are  quite 
right,   my  dear." 

Louise  looked  up  at  him  inquiringly. 

"  So  I  have  telegraphed  down  to  Hakemouth 
for  Leslie  to  come  up  directly." 

Louise's  eyes  dilated,  and  she  caught  his 
arm. 

"  Xo,  no,"  she  whispered,   "don't  do  that. 


222  OF    HIGH    DESCENT. 

No ;  you  and  I  will  do  what  is  to  be  done. 
Don't  send  to  him,  uncle,  pray." 

"  Too  late,  my  dear ;  the  deed  is  done." 

Just  then  the  waiter  re-entered. 

"  Telegram,  sir." 

Louise  turned  if  possible  more  pale. 

"Tut— tut!"  whispered  Uncle  Luke.  "It 
can't  be  an  answer  back.  Hah  !  from  Made- 
laine." 

"  Your  news  seems  too  great  to  be  true.  Mr. 
George  Vine  started  for  town  by  the  first  train 
t/tis  morning.  My  father  regrets  his  helpless- 
ness!' 

"  Hah  !  Come.  That's  very  business-like 
of  George,"  said  the  old  man.  "  Louie,  my 
dear,  I'm  going  to  turn  prophet.  All  this 
trouble  is  certain  to  turn  in  the  right  direction 
after  all.     Why,  my  child  !  " 

She  had  sunk  back  in  her  chair  with  the 
cold,  dank  dew  of  suffering  gathering  upon 
her  forehead,  and  a  piteous  look  of  agony  in 
her  eyes. 

"  How  can  I  meet  him  now !  " 

The  terrible  hours  of  agony  that  had  been 
hers  during  the  past  month  had  so  shattered 
the  poor  girl's  nerves,  that  even  this  meeting 
seemed  more  than  she  could  bear,  and  it  called 
forth  all  the  old  man's  efforts  to  convince  her 
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that  she  had  nothing  to  fear,  but  rather  every- 
thing to  desire. 

It  was  a  weary  and  a  painful  time  though 
before  Louise  was  set  at  rest. 

She  was  seated  in  the  darkening  room, 
holding  tightly  by  the  old  man's  hand,  as  a 
frightened  child  might  in  dread  of  punish- 
ment. As  the  hours  had  passed  she  had 
been  starting  at  every  sound,  trembling  as 
the  hollow  rumbling;  of  cab-wheels  came  alone 
the  street,  and  when  by  chance  a  carriage 
stopped  at  the  hotel  her  aspect  was  pitiable. 

"I  cannot  help  it,"  she  whispered.  "All 
through  these  terrible  troubles  I  seem  to 
have  been  strong,  while  now  I  am  so  weak 
and  unstrung — uncle,  I  shall  never  be  myself 
again." 

"Yes,  and  stronger  than  ever.  Come,  little 
woman,  how  often  have  you  heard  or  read  of 
people  suffering  from  nervous  reaction  and — 
Thank  God ! "  he  muttered,  as  he  saw  the 
door  softly  open  behind  his  niece's  chair,  and 
his  brother  stand  in  the  doorway. 

"  I  did  not  catch  what  you  said,  dear,"  said 
Louise  feebly,  as  she  lay  back  with  her  eyes 
closed. 

Uncle  Luke  gave  his  brother  a  meaning  look, 
and  laid  his  niece's  hand  back  upon  her  knees. 
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"  No ;  it's  very  hard  to  make  one's  self 
heard  in  this  noisy  place.  I  was  only  say- 
ing, my  dear,  that  -your  nerves  have  been 
terribly  upset,  and  that  you  are  suffering 
from  the  shock.  You  feel  now  afraid  to 
meet  your  father  lest  he  should  reproach 
you,  and  you  can  only  think  of  him  as  being 
bitter  and  angry  against  you  for  going  away, 
as  you  did ;  but  when  he  thoroughly  grasps 
the  situation,  and  how  you  acted  as  you  did 
to  save  your  brother  from  arrest,  and  all  as 
it  were  in  the  wild  excitement  of  that  time, 
and  under  pressure " 

"  Don't  leave  me,  uncle." 

"No,  no,  my  dear.  Only  going  to  walk 
up  and  down,"  said  the  old  man  as  he  left 
his  chair.  "  When  he  grasps  all  this,  and 
your  dread  of  Harry's  arrest,  and  that  it  was 
all  nonsense — there,  lie  back  still,  it  is  more 
restful  so.  That's  better,"  he  said,  kissing 
her,  and  drawing  away.  "  When,  I  say,  he 
fully  knows  that  it  was  all  nonsense  due  to 
confounded  Aunt  Margaret  and  her  noble 
Frenchmen,  and  that  instead  of  an  elope- 
ment with  some  scoundrel,  you  were  only 
performing  a  sisterly  duty,  he'll  take  you  in 
his  arms " 

Uncle  Luke  was   on   the   far   side   of  the 
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room  now,  and  in  obedience  to  his  signs,  and 
trembling  violently,  George  Vine  had  gone 
slowly  towards  the  vacated  seat. 

"  You  think  he  will,  uncle,  and  forgive 
me  ? "  she  faltered,  as  she  lay  back  still  with 
her  eyes  closed. 

"  Think,  my  darling  ?  I'm  sure  of  it.  Yes, 
he'll  take  you  in  his  arms." 

A  quiet  sigh. 

"And  say " 

George  Vine  sank  trembling  into  the  empty 
chair. 

"  Forgive  me,  my  child,  for  ever  doubting 
you." 

"Oh,  no,  uncle." 

"  And  I  say,  yes  ;  and  thank  God  for  giving 
me  my  darling  back  once  more." 

"  Forgive  me  !  Thank  God  for  giving  me 
my  darling  back  once  more  !     Louise  !  " 

"  Father  ! " 

A  wild,  sobbing  cry,  as  they  two  were 
locked  in  each  other's  arms. 

At  that  moment  the  door  was  closed  softly, 
and  Uncle  Luke  stood  blowing  his  nose  out- 
side  upon  the  mat. 

"  Nearly  seventy,  and  sobbing  like  a  child," 
he  muttered  softly.  "Dear  me,  what  an  old 
fool  T  am  !  " 

VOL.  III.  Q 


CHAPTER  XXL 

LESLIE    MAKES    AN    ANNOUNCEMENT. 

It  was  a  week  before  the  London  doctor 
said  that  Louise  Vine  might  undertake  the 
journey  down  home,  but  when  it  was  talked 
of  she  looked  up  at  her  father  in  a  troubled 
way. 

"It  would  be  better,  my  darling,"  he 
whispered.  "  You  shrink  from  going  back  to 
the  old  place.  Why  should  you,  where  there 
will  be  nothing  but  love  and  commiseration  ? " 

"It  is  not  that,"  she  said  sadly.     "  Harry  ! " 

"  Yes  !  But  we  can  do  no  more  by  staying 
here." 

"Not  a  bit,"  said  Uncle  Luke.  "Let's 
get  down  to  the  old  sea-shore  again,  Louie. 
If  we  stop  here  much  longer  I  shall  die. 
Harry's  safe  enough  somewhere.  Let's  go 
home." 

Louise  made  no  more  opposition,  and  it 
was   decided  that  they  should  start  at  once, 
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but  the  journey  had  to  be  deferred  on  ac- 
count of  business  connected  with  Pradelle's 
examination. 

This  was  not  talked  of  at  the  hotel,  and 
Louise  remained  in  ignorance  of  a  great  deal 
of  what  took  place  before  they  wTere  free  to 
depart. 

That  journey  down  was  full  of  painful 
memories  for  Louise,  and  it  was  all  she  could 
do  to  restrain  her  tears  as  the  train  stopped 
at  the  station,  which  was  associated  in  her 
mind  with  her  brother,  and  ao-ain  and  a^ain 
she  seemed  to  see  opposite  to  her,  shrinking 
back  in  the  corner  by  the  window  nearest 
the  platform,  the  wild,  haggard  eyes  and  the 
frightened  furtive  look  at  every  passenger  that 
entered  the  carriage. 

The  journey  seemed  interminable,  and  even 
when  Plymouth  had  been  reached  there  was 
still  the  long  slow  ride  over  the  great  wooden 
bridges  with  the  gurgling  streams  far  down  in 
the  little  rock  ravines. 

"  Hah  !  "  said  Uncle  Luke  cheerily,  "  one 
begins  to  breathe  now.     Look." 

He  pointed  to  the  shadow  of  the  railway 
train  plainly  seen  against  the  woods,  for  the 
full  round  moon  was  rising  slowly. 

"  This   is  better  than  a  gas-lamp    shadow, 

Q    2 
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eh,  and  you  don't  get  such  a  moon  as  that  in 
town.  I've  lost  count,  George.  How  are  the 
tides  this  week  ?  " 

Vine  shook  his  head. 

"No,  you  never  did  know  anything  about 
the  tides,  George.  Always  did  get  cut  off. 
Be  drowned  some  day,  shut  in  under  a  cliff ; 
and  you  can't  climb." 

They  rode  on  in  silence  for  some  time, 
watching  the  moonlight  effect  on  the  patches 
of  wood  in  the  dark  hollows,  the  rocky  hill- 
slopes,  and  upon  one  or  another  of  the  gaunt 
deserted  engine-houses  looking  like  the  towers 
of  ruined  churches  high  up  on  the  hills,  here 
black,  and  there  glittering  in  the  moonlight, 
as  they  stood  out  against  the  sky. 

These  traces  of  the  peculiar  industry  of 
the  district  had  a  peculiar  fascination  for 
Louise,  who  found  herself  constantly  com- 
paring these  buildings  with  one  beyond  their 
house  overlooking  the  beautiful  bay.  There 
it  seemed  to  stand  out  bold  and  picturesque, 
with  the  long  shaft  running  snake-like  up 
the  steep  hillside,  to  end  in  the  perpendicular 
monument  dike  chimney  that  formed  the  land- 
mark by  which  the  sailors  set  vessels'  heads 
for  the  harbour. 

But  that   place  did  not   seem  deserted   as 
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these.  At  any  time  when  she  looked  she 
could  picture  the  slowly-moving  beam  of  the 
huge  engiue,  and  the  feathery  plume  of  gray 
smoke  which  floated  away  on  the  western 
breeze.  There  was  a  bright  look  about  the 
place,  and  always  associated  with  it  she 
seemed  to  see  Duncan  Leslie,  now  looking 
appealingly  in  her  eyes,  now  bitter  and  stern 
as  he  looked  on  her  that  night  when  Harry 
beat  him  down  and  they  fled,  leaving  him 
insensible  upon  the  floor. 
What  mio'ht  have  been  ! 

o 

That  was  the  theme  upon  which  her  busy 
brain  toiled  in  spite  of  her  efforts  to  divert 
the  current  of  thought  into  another  channel. 
And  when  in  despair  she  conversed  with 
father  or  uncle  for  a  few  minutes,  and  silence 
once  more  reiomed,  there  still  was  Duncan 
Leslie's  home,  and  its  owner  gazing  at  her 
reproachfully. 

"Impossible!"  she  always  said  to  herself; 
and  as  often  as  she  said  this  she  felt  that 
there  would  be  a  terrible  battle  with  self,  for 
imperceptibly  there  had  grown  to  be  a  subtle 
advocate  for  Duncan  Leslie  in  her  heart. 

'■'But  it  is  impossible,"  she  always  said, 
and  emphasized  it.  "  We  are  disgraced. 
With    such    a    shadow    over    our    house    that 
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could  never  be ;  and  he  doubted,  he  spoke  so 
cruelly,  his  eyes  flashed  such  jealous  hatred. 
If  he  had  loved  me,  he  would  have  trusted, 
no  matter  what  befell." 

But  as  she  said  all  this  to  herself,  the 
advocate  was  busy,  and  she  felt  the  weakness 
of  her  case,  but  grew  more  determinedly 
obstinate  all  the  same. 

And  the  train  glided  on  over  the  tall 
scaffold-like  bridges,  the  tree-tops  glistened 
in  the  silvery  moonlight,  and  there  was  a 
restful  feeling  of  calm  in  her  spirit  that  she 
had  not  known  for  days. 

"  No  place  like  home,"  said  Uncle  Luke, 
breaking  a  long  silence  as  they  glided  away 
from  the  last  station. 

"  No  place  like  home,"  echoed  his  brother, 
as  he  sought  for  and  took  his  child's  hand. 
"  You  will  stop  with  us  to-night,  Luke  ? " 

"  Hear  him,  Louie  ?  "  said  the  old  man. 
"  Now  is  it  likely  ?  " 

"  But  your  place  will  be  cheerless  and  bare 
to-night." 

"  Cheerless  !  Bare  !  You  don't  know  what 
you  are  talking  about.  If  you  only  knew 
the  longing  I  have  to  be  once  more  in  my 
own  bed,  listening  to  wind  and  sea.  No, 
thank  you." 
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"  But,  uncle,  for  to-night  do  stay." 

"Now  that's  unkind,  Louie,  after  all  the 
time  you've  made  me  be  away.  Well,  I  will, 
as  a  reward  to  you  /or  rousing  yourself  up  a 
bit.  One  condition  though ;  will  you  come 
down  to-morrow  and  talk  to  me  while  I  fish  ?  " 

She  remained  silent. 

"Then  I  don't  stop  to-night." 

"  I  will  come  to-morrow,  uncle." 

"  Then  I'll  stop." 

The  train  glided  on  as  they  watched  in 
silence  now  for  the  lights  of  the  little  town. 
First,  the  ruddy  glow  of  the  great  lamp  on 
the  east  pier  of  the  harbour  appeared ;  then, 
glittering  faintly  like  stars,  there  were  the 
various  lights  of  the  town  rising  from  the 
water's  edge  right  up  to  the  high  terrace 
level,  with  the  old  granite  house — the  erst 
peaceful,  calm  old  home. 

The  lights  glittered  brightly,  but  they 
looked  dim  to  Louise,  seen  as  they  were 
through  a  veil  of  tears,  and  now  as  they 
rapidly  neared  a  strange  feeling  of  agitation 
filled  the  brain  of  the  returned  wanderer. 

It  was  home,  but  it  could  never  be  the 
same  home  again.  All  would  be  changed. 
A  feeling  of  separation  must  arise  between  her 
and  Madelaine.     The  two  families  must  live 
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apart,  and  a  dark  rift  in  her  life  grow  wider 
as  the  time  glided  on,  till  she  was  farther  and 
farther  away  from  the  bright  days  of  youth, 
with  little  to  look  forward  to  but  sorrow  and 
the  memory  of  the  shadow  hanging  over  their 
home. 

"  Here  we  are,"  cried  Uncle  Luke,  as  the 
train  glided  slowly  alongside  the  platform  and 
then  stopped.  "  Got  all  your  traps  ?  George, 
give  me  my  stick.     Now,  then,  you  first." 

The  station  lamps  were  burning  brightly  as 
Louise  gave  her  father  her  hand  and  stepped 
out.  Then  she  felt  blind  and  troubled  with  a 
strange  feeling  of  dread,  and  for  a  few  moments 
everything  seemed  to  swim  round  as  a  strange 
singing  filled  her  ears. 

Then  there  was  a  faint  ejaculation,  two 
warm  soft  arms  clasped  her,  and  a  well-known 
voice  said,  in  a  loving  whisper, 

"  Louise — sister — at  last  !  " 

For  one  moment  the  dark  veil  over  her  eyes 
seemed  to  lift,  and  like  a  flash  she  realized 
that  Madelaine  was  not  in  black,  and  that 
resting  upon  a  stick  there  was  a  pale  face 
which  lit  up  with  smiles  as  its  owner  clasped 
her  to  his  breast  in  turn. 

"My  dearest  child!  welcome  back.  The 
place  is  not  the  same  without  you." 
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"  Louie,  my  darling !  "  in  another  pleasant 
voice,  as  kisses  were  rained  upon  her  cheek, 
and  there  was  another  suggestion  of  rain 
which  left  its  marks  warm. 

"  He  would  come,  George  Vine ;  "  and  the 
giver  of  these  last  kisses,  and  warm  tears,  did 
battle  for  the  possession  of  the  returned  truant. 
"  Maddy,  my  dear,"  she  cried  reproachfully 
and  in  a  loud  parenthesis,  "let  me  have  one 
hand.  He  ought  not  to  have  left  the  house, 
but  he  is  so  determined.     He  would  come." 

"  Well,  Dutch  doll,  don't  I  deserve  a  kiss  ?" 
cried  old  Luke  grimly. 

"  Dear  Uncle  Luke  ! " 

"  Hah,  that's  better.  George,  I  think  I 
shall  go  home  with  the  Van  Heldres.  I'm 
starving." 

"  But  you  can't,"  cried  the  lady  of  that 
house  in  dismay;  "we  are  all  coming  up  to 
you.     Ah,  Mr.  Leslie,  how  do  you  do  %  " 

"Quite  well,"  said  that  personage  quietly  ; 
and  Madelaine  felt  Louise's  hand  close  upon 
hers  spasmodically. 

"  Leslie  !  you  here  ? "  said  George  Vine 
eagerly. 

"  Yes  ;  I  came  down  from  town  in  the  same 
train." 

"  Too  proud  to  be  seen  with  us,  eh  ? "  said 
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Uncle  Luke  sarcastically,  as  there  was  a  warm 
salute  from  the  Van  Heldres  to  one  as  great  a 
stranger  as  the  Vines. 

"  I  thought  it  would  be  more  delicate  to  let 
you  come  down  alone,"  said  Leslie  gravely. 

George  Vine  had  by  this  time  got  hold  of 
the  young  man's  hand. 

"  My  boy — Harry  ?  "  he  whispered,  "  have 
you  any  news  ?  " 

"Yes,"  was  whispered  back.  "Let  me  set 
your  mind  at  rest.     He  is  safe." 

"  But  where  ?  For  Heaven's  sake,  man, 
speak  !  "  panted  the  trembling  father  as  he 
clung  to  him. 

"Across  the  sea." 
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harry's  message. 

"  Do  3rou  wish  me  to  repeat  it  ?  Have  you 
not  heard  from  your  father  or  your  uncle  ? " 

"  Yes  ;  but  I  want  to  hear  it  all  again  from 
you.     Harry  sent  me  some  message." 

Leslie  was  silent. 

"  Why  do  you  not  speak  ?  You  are  keeping 
something  back." 

"  Yes  ;  he  gave  me  a  message  for  you,  one 
I  was  to  deliver." 

"  Well,"  said  Louise  quickly,  "  why  do  you 
not  deliver  it  \  " 

"Because  Harry  is,  in  spite  of  his  trouble, 
still  young  and  thoughtless.  It  is  a  message 
that  would  make  you  more  bitter  against  me 
than  you  are  now." 

Louise  rose  from  where  she  was  seated  in 
the  dining-room,  walked  across  to  the  bay 
window,  looked  out  upon  the  sea,  and  then 
returned. 
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"I  am  not  bitter  against  you,  Mr.  Leslie. 
How  could  I  be  against  one  who  has  served  us 
so  well  ?  But  tell  me  my  brother's  message 
now." 

He  looked  at  her  with  so  deep  a  sense  of 
passionate  longing  in  his  eyes,  that  as  she  met 
his  ardent  gaze  her  eyes  sank,  and  her  colour 
began  to  heighten. 

"  No,"  he  said,  "  I  cannot  deliver  the  mes- 
sage now.  Some  clay,  when  time  has  worked 
its  changes,  I  will  tell  you  word  for  word.  Be 
satisfied  when  I  assure  you  that  your  brother's 
message  will  not  affect  his  position  in  the  least, 
and  will  be  better  told  later  on." 

She  looked  at  him  half  wonderingly,  and 
it  seemed  to  him  that  there  was  doubt  in  her 
eyes. 

"  Can  you  not  have  faith  in  me,"  he  said 
quietly,  "  and  believe  when  I  tell  you  that  it 
is  better  that  I  should  not  speak  ?  " 

"  Yes,"  she  said  softly,  "  I  will  have  faith 
in  you  and  wait." 

"  I  thank  you,"  he  said  gravely. 

"Now  tell  me  more  about  Harry." 

"  There  is  very  little  to  tell,"  replied  Leslie. 
"As  I  went  down-stairs  that  day,  I  found  him 
just  about  to  enter  the  house.  For  a  moment 
I  was  startled,  but  I   am  not  a  superstitious 
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man,  and  I  grasped  at  once  how  we  had  all 
been  deceived,  and  who  it  was  dealt  me  the 
blow  and  tripped  me  that  night ;  and  in  the 
reaction  which  came  upon  me,  I  seized  him, 
and  dragged  him  to  the  first  cab  I  could  find. 

"  I  was  half-mad  with  delight,"  continued 
Leslie,  speaking,  in  spite  of  his  burning  words, 
in  a  slow,  calm,  respectful  way.  "  I  saw  how 
I  had  been  deceived  that  night,  who  had  been 
your  companion,  and  why  you  had  kept  silence. 
For  the  time  I  hardly  knew  what  I  did  or  said 
in  my  delirious  joy,  but  I  was  brought  to 
myself,  as  I  sat  holding  your  brother's  wrist 
tightly,  by  his  saying  slowly, 

u  '  There,  I'm  sick  of  it.  You  can  leave  go. 
I  shan't  try  to  get  away.     It's  all  over  now.' ' 

"  He  thought  you  had  made  him  a  pri- 
soner  { 

"  Yes  ;  and  I  thought  him  a  messenger  of 
peace,  who  had  come  to  point  out  my  folly, 
weakness,  and  want  of  faith." 

Louise  covered  her  face  with  her  hands,  and 
he  saw  that  she  wras  sobbing  gently. 

"  It  was  some  time  before  I  could  speak," 
continued  Leslie.  "  I  w7as  still  holding  his 
wrist  tightly,  and  it  wTas  not  until  he  spoke 
again  that  I  felt  as  if  I  could  explain. 

"  '  Where    are   you    taking  me  ? '   he    said. 
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'Is  it  necessary  for  Mr.   Leslie,   my   fathers 
friend,  to  play  policeman  in  the  case  ? ' 

"  '  When  will  you  learn  to  believe  and  trust 
in  me,  Harry  Vine  ? '  I  said. 

"  '  Never/  he  replied  bitterly,  and  in  the 
gladness  of  my  heart  I  laughed,  and  could 
have  taken  him  in  my  arms  and  embraced  him 
as  one  would  a  lost  brother  just  returned  to  us 
from  the  dead. 

"  '  You  will  repent  that,'  I  said,  and  I  felt 
then  that  my  course  was  marked  out,  and  I 
could  see  my  way." 

Louise  let  fall  her  hands,  and  sank  into  a 
chair,  her  eyes  dilating  as  she  gazed  earnestly 
at  the  quiet,  enduring  man,  who  now  narrated 
to  her  much  that  was  new ;  and  ever  as  he 
spoke  something  in  her  brain  seemed  to  keep 
on  repeating  in  a  low  and  constant  repetition, 

"  He  loves  me — he  loves  me — but  it  can 
never  be." 

"  '  Where  am  I  taking  you  ? '  I  said/'  con- 
tinued Leslie.  "  '  To  where  you  can  make  a 
fresh  start  in  life.'  "  And  as  Louise  gazed  at 
him  she  saw  that  he  was  looking  fixedly  at 
the  spot  upon  the  carpet  where  her  brother 
had  last  stood  when  he  was  in  that  room. 

«  <  Not  to ' 

"  He  stopped  short  there  ;  and  I Yes, 
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and  I  must  stop  short  too.     It  is  very  absurd, 
Miss  Vine,  for  me  to  be  asked  all  this." 

"  Go  on — go  on  !  "  said  Louise  hoarsely. 

Leslie  glanced  at  her,  and  withdrew  his 
eyes. 

"  '  Will  you  go  abroad,  Harry,  and  make  a 
new  beoinnino;  V  I  said. 

"  Poor  lad  !  he  was  utterly  broken  down, 
and  he  would  have  thrown  himself  upon  his 
knees  to  me  if  I  had  not  forced  him  to  keep 
his  seat." 

"  My  brother  !  "  sighed  Louise. 

"  I  asked  him  then  if  he  would  be  willinor 
to  leave  you  all,  and  go  right  away  ;  and  I  told 
him  what  I  proposed — that  I  had  a  brother 
superintending  some  large  tin -mines  north  of 
Malacca.  That  I  would  give  him  such  letters 
as  would  insure  a  welcome,  and  telegraph  his 
coming  under  an  assumed  name." 

"  And  he  accepted  ?  " 

"Yes.  There,  I  have  nothing  to  add  to  all 
this.  I  went  across  with  him  to  Paris,  and, 
after  securing  a  berth  for  him,  we  went  south 
to  Marseilles,  where  I  saw  him  on  board  one 
of  the  Messageries  Maritimes  vessels  bound  for 
the  East,  and  we  parted.     That  is  all." 

"  But  money  ;  necessaries,  Mr.  Leslie  ?  He 
was  penniless." 
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"  Oh,  no,"  said  Leslie,  smiling ;  and  Louise 
pressed  her  teeth  upon  her  quivering  lip. 

"  There,"  said  Leslie,  "  I  would  not  have 
said  all  this,  but  you  forced  it  from  me  ;  and 
now  you  know  all,  try  to  be  at  rest.  As  I 
told  Mr.  Vine  last  night,  I  suppose  it  would 
mean  trouble  with  the  authorities  if  it  were 
known,  but  I  think  I  was  justified  in  what  I 
did.  We  understand  Harry's  nature  better 
than  any  judge,  and  our  plan  for  bringing 
him  back  to  his  life  as  your  brother  is  better 
than  theirs.  So,"  he  went  on  with  a  pleasant 
smile,  "  we  will  keep  our  secret  about  him. 
My  brother  Dick  is  one  of  the  truest  fellows 
that  ever  stepped,  and  Harry  is  sure  to  like 
him.  The  climate  is  not  bad.  It  will  be  a 
complete  change  of  existence,  and  some  day 
when  all  this  trouble  is  forgotten  he  can 
return." 

"  My  brother  exiled  :  gone  for  ever." 

"My  dear  Miss  Vine,"  said  Leslie  quietly, 
"  the  world  has  so  changed  now  that  we  can 
smile  at  all  those  old-fashioned  ideas.  Your 
brother  is  in  Malacca.  Well,  I  cannot  speak 
exactly,  but  I  believe  I  am  justified  in  saying 
that  you  could  send  a  message  to  him  from 
this  place  in  Cornwall,  and  get  an  answer  by 
to-morrow   morning   at  the  farthest,   perhaps 
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to-night.  Your  father  at  one  time  could  not 
have  obtained  one  from  Exeter  in  the  same 
space. 

"  There,"  he  continued  quietly,  "  you  are 
agitated  now,  and  I  will  say  good-bye.  Is 
not  that  Madelaine  Van  Heldre  coming  up 
the  path  ?  Yes,  unmistakably.  Now  let  us 
bury  the  past  and  look  forward  to  the  future 
— a  happier  one  for  you,  I  hope  and  pray. 
Good-bye." 

He  held  out  his  hand,  and  she  looked  at 
him  wonderingly. 

-Good-bye?" 

"  Well,  for  a  time.  You  are  weak  and  ill. 
Perhaps  you  will  go  awav  for  a  change — 
perhaps  I  shall.  Xext  time  we  meet,  time 
will  have  softened  all  this  trouble,  and  you 
will  have  forgiven  one  whose  wish  was  to 
serve  you,  all  his  weakness,  all  his  doubts. 
Good  bless  you,  Louise  Vine!     Good-bye!" 

He  held  out  his  hand  again,  but  she  did  not 
take  it.  She  only  stood  gazing  wildly  at  him 
in  a  way  that  he  dared  not  interpret,  speech- 
less, pale,  and  with  her  lips  quivering. 

He  gave  her  one  long,  yearning  look,  and, 
turning  quickly,  he  was  at  the  door. 

"Mr.  Leslie— stop  !  " 

'•'  You  wished  to  say  something,"  he  cried  as 

VOL.   III.  R 
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he  turned  towards  her  and  caught  her  out- 
stretched hand  to  raise  it  passionately  to  his 
lips.  "  You  do  not,  you  cannot  say  it  ?  I 
will  say  it  for  you,  then.     Good-bye  !  " 

"  Stop  !  "  she  cried  as  she  clung  to  his  hand. 
"  My  brother's  message  ?  " 

"  Some  day — in  the  future.  I  dare  not 
give  it  now.  When  you  have  forgiven  my 
jealous  doubts." 

"  Forgiven  you  ?  "  she  whispered  as  she  sank 
upon  her  knees  and  held  the  hand  she  clasped 
to  her  cheek — "  forgive  me." 

"  Louise  !  my  darling  ! "  he  cried  hoarsely  as 
he  caught  her  up  to  his  breast,  upon  which  she 
lay  as  one  lies  who  feels  at  peace. 

Seconds  ?  minutes  ?  Neither  knew  ;  but 
after  a  time,  as  she  stood  with  her  hands  upon 
his  shoulders  gazing  calmly  in  his  eyes,  she 
said  softly — 

"  Tell  me  now  :  what  did  Harry  say  ? " 

Leslie  was  silent  for  a  while.  Then,  clasp- 
ing her  more  tightly  to  his  breast,  he  said  in  a 
low,  deep  voice — 

"  Tell  Louie  I  have  found  in  you  the  truest 
brother  that  ever  lived  ;  ask  her  some  day  to 
make  it  so  indeed." 

There  was  a  long  silence,  during  which  the 
door  was  pressed  slowly  open  ;  but  they  did 
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not  heed,  and  lie  who  entered  heard  his  child's 
words  come  almost  in  a  whisper. 

"  Some  day,"  she  said  ;  "  some  day  when 
time  has  softened  all  these  griefs.  Your  own 
words,  Duncan." 

"  Yes,"  he  said,  "  my  own." 

•'•'Hah!" 

They  did  not  start  from  their  embrace  as 
that  long-drawn  sigh  fell  upon  their  ears,  but 
both  asked  the  same  question  with  their  eyes. 

"  Yes,"  said  George  Vine  gravely  as  he  took 
Leslie's  hand  and  bent  down  to  kiss  his  child, 
•'•'  it  has  been  a  long  dark  night,  but  joy  cometh 
in  the  morning." 
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CHAPTER   XXIII. 

UNCLE    LUKE    HAS    A    WORD. 

John  Van  Heldre  sat  in  his  office  chair  at 
his  table  once  more  after  a  long  and  weary 
absence,  and  Crampton  stood  opposite  scowl- 
ing at  him. 

The  old  clerk  had  on  one  of  his  most  sour 
looks  when  Van  Heldre  raised  his  eyes  from 
the  ledger  he  was  scanning,  and  he  made  no 
remark ;  but  looking  up  again  he  saw  the 
scowl  apparently  intensified. 

"  What's  the  matter,  Crampton  ?  Afraid 
I  shall  discover  that  you  have  been  guilty  of 
embezzlement  ?  "  said  Van  Heldre,  smiling. 

"  Not  a  bit,"  said  the  old  clerk,  "  nor  you 
aren't  either." 

"  Then  what  is  the  meaning  of  the  black 
look  ?  " 

"  Oh,  nothing — nothing  !  " 

"  Come,  out  with  it,  man.  What's  the 
matter  1 " 
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"  Well,  if  you  must  know,  sir,  I  want  to 
know  why  you  can't  keep  quiet  and  get  quite 
well,  instead  of  coming  muddling  here." 

"  Crampton  ! " 

"Well,  I  must  speak,  sir.  I  don't  want 
you  to  be  laid  up  again." 

"No  fear." 

"But  there  is  fear,  sir.  You  know  I  can 
keep  things  going  all  right," 

"  Yes,  Crampton,  and  show  a  better  balance 
than  I  did." 

"  Well  then,  sir,  why  don't  you  let  me  go 
on  ?  I  can  manage,  and  I  will  manage  if 
you'll  take  a  holiday. 

"  Holiday,  man  ?  why  it  has  been  nothing 
but  one  long  painful  holiday  lately,  and  this 
does  me  good.     Now  bring  in  the  other  book." 

Crampton  grunted  and  went  into  the  outer 
office  to  return  with  the  cash-book,  which  he 
placed  before   his   employer,   and    drew   back 
into  his  old   position,   watching  Van   Heldre 
as  he  eagerly  scanned  the  pages  and  marked 
their   contents    till,    apparently    satisfied,    he 
looked  up  to  see  that  Crampton  was  smiling 
down  at  him. 
"What  now?" 
"  Eh?" 
"I  say  what  now  ?    Why  are  you  laughing  V 
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"  Only  smiling,  sir." 

"  Well,  what  have  I  done  that  is  ridiculous  ? " 

"  Kidiculous  ?  Why  I  was  smiling  because 
it  seemed  like  the  good  old  times  to  have  you 
back  busy  with  the  books." 

"  Crampton,  we  often  say  that  my  old  friend 
is  an  eccentric  character,  but  really  I  think 
Luke  Vine  must  give  place  to  you." 

"  Dessay,"  said  Crampton  sourly.  "  You  go 
on  with  these  accounts.    Look  half-way  down." 

Van  Heldre  did  look  half-way  down,  and 
paused. 

"  Five  hundred  pounds  on  the  credit  side, 
per  the  cheque  I  wrote  for  Mr.  Luke  Vine — 
why,  what's  this  ?  " 

"  Ah  !  that's  what  you  may  well  say,  sir. 
Kefused  to  take  the  money,  sir.  I'm  sure  I'm 
not  so  eccentric  as  that." 

"  But  you  never  mentioned  it,  Crampton  ?  " 

"  Yes,  I  did,  sir,  with  my  pen.  There  it  is 
in  black  and  white.  Better  and  plainer  than 
sounding  words ;  and  besides,  you  weren't 
here." 

"But  this  is  absurd,  Crampton." 

"  That's  what  I  told  him,  sir." 

"  Well,  what  did  he  say  ?  " 

"  That  I  was  an  old  fool,  sir." 

"  Tut— tut— tut !  "  ejaculated  Van  Heldre  ; 
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"  but  he  must  be  paid.  I  can't  let  him  lose 
the  money." 

"  What  I  told  him,  sir.  I  said  we  couldn't 
let  him  lose  the  money." 

"  What  did  he  say  to  that  ?  " 

"  Called  me  an  old  fool  again  much  stronger, 
sir.  Most  ungentlemanly — used  words,  sir,  that 
he  must  have  picked  up  on  the  beach." 

"  I  hardly  like  to  trouble  him  directly  he  is 
back  ;  but  would  you  mind  sending  up  to  Mr. 
Luke  Vine,  with  my  compliments,  and  asking 
him  to  come  here." 

"  Send  at  once,  sir  ?  " 

"  At  once." 

"  Perhaps  before  I  leave  the  office,  sir,  I 
might  as  well  call  your  attention  to  a  com- 
munication received  this  morning." 

Van  Heldre  looked  inquiringly  at  his  old 
clerk. 

"  It's  rather  curious,  sir,"  he  said,  handing 
a  letter  which  he  had  been  keeping  back  as 
a  sort  of  bonne  houclte  for  the  last  piece  of 
business  transacted  that   morning. 

"  Never  presented  yet  ?  "  said  Van  Heldre, 
nodding  his  head  slowly. 

"  They  must  have  known  I  stopped  the 
notes  directly,"  said  Crampton  with  a  self- 
satisfied  smile. 
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"  I  had  hoped  that  the  whole  of  that  terrible 
business  had  been  buried  for  good." 

"So  it  has,  sir,"  grunted  Crampton ;  "  but 
some  one  or  another  keeps  digging  it  up  again." 

Van  Held  re  made  no  reply,  so  Crampton  left 
the  office,  sent  off  a  messenger,  and  returned  to 
find  his  employer  seated  with  his  face  buried 
in  his  hands,  thinking  deeply,  and  heedless  of 
his  presence. 

"  Poor  George  !  "  he  said  aloud.  "  Poor  mis- 
guided boy  !    I  wish  Crampton  had  been " 

"  I'm  back  here,"  said  Crampton. 

"  Ah  !  Crampton,"  said  Van  Heldre  starting, 
"  sent  off  the  message  ?  " 

"  Yes,  sir,  I've  sent  off  the  message,"  said 
the  old  man  sternly.  "  Pray  finish  what  you 
were  saying,  sir.     Never  mind  my  feelings." 

"  "What  I  was  saying,  Crampton  ?  I  did  not 
say  anything." 

"  Oh  yes,  you  did,  sir  ;  you  wished  Cramp- 
ton had  been — what,  sir  ? — buried  too,  like  the 
trouble  ?  " 

"  My  good  fellow — my  dear  old  Crampton  ! 
surely  I  did  not  say  that  aloud." 

"  How  could  I  have  heard  it,  sir,  if  you 
hadn't  %     I  only  did  my  duty." 

"  Yes,  yes,  of  course,  of  course,  Crampton. 
Eeally  I  am  very,  very  sorry." 
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"  And  only  just  before  I  left  the  room  you 
were  complaining  about  people  digging  up  the 
old  trouble." 

"  Come,  Crampton,  I  can  deny  that.  I 
apologize  for  thinking  aloud,  but  it  was  you 
who  spoke  of  digging  up  the  old  trouble." 

"  Ah  !  well,  it  doesn't  matter,  sir.  It  was 
my  birthday  just  as  you  were  at  your  worst. 
Seventy-five,  Mr.  Van  Heldre,  sir,  and  you 
can't  be  troubled  with  such  a  blundering  old 
clerk  much  longer." 

"  My  dear  Crampton " 

"  May  I  come  in  ?  "  followed  by  three  thumps 
with  a  heavy  stick. 

Crampton  hurried  to  the  outer  office  to 
confront  Uncle  Luke. 

"  Met  your  messenger  just  outside,  and 
saved  him  from  going  up.  How  much  did 
you  give  him  ?     He  ought  to  pay  that  back." 

"  Oh,  never  mind  that,  Luke.  How  are 
you  \ 

"  How  ami?" 

"  Yes.     Getting  settled  down  again  %  " 

"How  am  I?  Well,  a  little  better  this 
morning.     Do  I  smell  of  yellow   soap  ? " 

"  No." 

"  Wonder  at  it.  I  spent  nearly  all  yester- 
day trying   to  get   off  the  London   dirt  and 
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smoke.  Treat  to  get  back  to  where  there's 
room  to  breathe." 

"  Ah,  you  never  did  like  London." 

"And  London  never  liked  me,  so  we're 
even  there.  Well,"  he  continued  after  a  pause 
filled  up  by  a  low  muttering  grunt,  "  what 
do  you  want  ?  You  didn't  send  for  me  to 
come  and  tell  you  that  I  had  caught  a  cold 
on  my  journey  clown  or  got  a  rheumatic 
twinge." 

"  No,  no,  Luke,  of  course  not." 

"  Nice  one,  'pon  my  word  ! "  muttered 
Crampton. 

"  AY  ell,  what  is  it  ?  " 

Crampton  moved  towards  the  door,  his  way 
lying  by  Uncle  Luke ;  but  just  as  he  neared 
the  opening,  the  visitor  made  a  stab  at  the 
wall  with  his  heavy  stick,  and,  as  it  were, 
raised  a  bar  before  the  old  clerk,  who  started 
violently. 

"  Bless  my  heart,  Mr.  Luke  Yine  ! "  he 
cried ;  "  what  are  you  about  ?  Don't  do 
that." 

"  Stop  here,  then.  Who  told  you  to 
go?" 

"  No  one,  sir,  but " 

"  How  do  I  know  what  he  wants.  I  may 
be  glad  of  a  witness." 


UNCLE  LUKE  HAS  A  WORD.      251 

"  Oh,  yes  !  You  need  not  go,  Crampton," 
said  Van  Heldre.     "  Sit  down,  Luke." 

"  No,  thankye.  Sit  too  much  for  my  health 
now.  Come :  out  with  it.  What  do  you 
want  ?     There  is  something." 

"  Yes,  there  is  something,"  said  Van  Heldre 
quietly.     "  Look  here,  my  dear  Luke  Vine." 

"  Thought  as  much,"  sneered  the  old  man. 
"  You  want  to  borrow  money,  my  dear  Van 
Heldre.'" 

"  No ;  I  want  to  pay  money,  Luke  Vine. 
It  seems  that  you  have  returned  that  five 
hundred  pounds   to  Crampton." 

"  What  five  hundred  pounds  ?  " 

"  The  money  you — there,  we  will  not  dwell 
upon  that  old  trouble,  my  dear  Luke.  Come  : 
you  know  what  I  mean." 

"Oh,  I  see,"  said  the  old  man  with  much 
surprise.  "  That  five  hundred  pounds.  Well, 
what  about  it  ?  " 

"  How  could  you  be  so  foolish  as  to  return 
my  cheque  ? " 

"  Because  you  didn't  owe  me  the  money." 

"  Nonsense,  my  dear  fellow !  We  are 
old  friends,  but  that  was  entirely  a  business 
transaction." 

"  Yes,  of  course  it  was." 

"  Five  hundred  pounds  were  stolen." 
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"Yes,  and  I  was  all  right." 

<{  Exactly.  Why  should  you  suppose  it  was 
your  money  ?  " 

"  Suppose  ?  Because  it  was  mine — my  new 
Bank  of  England  notes." 

"  How  do  you  know  that  ? " 

"  Never  mind  how  I  know  it,  and  never 
mind  talking  about  the  money  I  didn't  lose." 

"  But  you  did,  Luke  Vine,  and  heavily. 
Of  course  I  am  going  to  refund  you  the 
money." 

"  You  can't,  man." 

"Can't?" 

"  No  ;  because  I've  got  it  safely  put  away  in 
my  pocket-book." 

Van  Heldre  made  an  impatient  gesticula- 
tion. 

"  I  tell  you  I  have.  The  same  notes,  same 
numbers,  just  as  you  laid  them  all  together." 

"  Nonsense,  man  !  Come,  Luke  Vine,  my 
dear  old  friend,  let  me  settle  this  matter  with 
you  in  a  business-like  way  ;  I  shall  not  be 
happy  till  I  do." 

"  Then  you'll  have  to  wait  a  long  time  for 
happiness,  John,"  said  Uncle  Luke,  smiling, 
"  for  you  are  not  going  to  pay  me." 

"  But,  my  dear  Luke." 

"  But,  my  dear  John!  you  men  who  turn 
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over  your  thousands  are   as  careless  as  boys 
over  small  amounts,  as  you  call  them." 

"  Oh,  come,  Mr.  Luke  Vine,  sir,"  said 
Crampton  sturdily  ;  "  there's  no  carelessness  in 
this  office." 

"  Bah  !  Clerk  !  "  cried  Uncle  Luke.  "  Care- 
ful, very.  Then  how  was  it  the  money  was 
stolen  ? " 

li  Well,  sir,  nobody  can  guard  against 
violence,"  said  Crampton  sourly. 

"  Yes,  they  can,  you  pompous  old  antiquity. 
I  could.  I'm  not  a  business  man.  I  don't 
have  ledgers  and  iron  safes  and  a  big  office, 
but  I  took  care  of  the  money  better  than  you 
did." 

"  My  dear  Luke  Vine,  what  do  you  mean  ?  " 
cried  Van  Heldre,  after  giving  Crampton  a 
look  which  seemed  to  say,  "Don't  take  any 
notice." 

"  Mean  ?  Why,  what  I  said.  You  people 
were  so  careless  that  I  didn't  trust  you.  I 
had  no  confidence." 

"  Well,  sir,  you  had  confidence  enough  to 
place  five  hundred  pounds  in  our  house,"  said 
Crampton  gruffly. 

"  Yes,  and  you  lost  it." 
"  Yes,   sir,    and    our   house    offered    you    a 
cheque  for  the  amount,  and  you  sent  it  back." 
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"  Of  course  I  did.  I  didn't  want  my 
money  twice  over,  did  I  ?  " 

"  Is  this  meant  for  a  riddle,  Luke  ? "  said 
Van  Heldre,  annoyed,  and  yet  amused. 

"  Riddle  %  No.  I  only  want  to  prick  that 
old  bubble  Crampton,  who  is  so  proud  of  the 
way  in  which  he  can  take  care  of  money, 
and  who  has  always  been  these  last  ten  years 
flourishing  that  iron  safe  in  my  face." 

"  Really,  Mr.  Luke  Vine  !  " 

"  Hold  your  tongue,  sir  !  Wasn't  my  five 
hundred  pounds — new,  crisp  Bank  of  England 
notes — in  your  charge  ?  " 

"  Yes,  sir,  in  our  charge." 

"  Then  why  didn't  you  watch  over  them, 
and  take  care  of  'em  ?     Where  are  they  now  ?  " 

"  Well,  sir,  it  is  hard  to  say.  They  have 
never  been  presented  at  any  bank." 

"  Of  course  they  haven't,  when  I've  got  'em 
safe  in  my  pocket-book." 

"  In  your  pocket-book,  sir  ? " 

"  Yes.  Don't  you  believe  me  ?  There  ; 
look.  Bit  rubbed  at  the  edges  with  being 
squeezed  in  the  old  leather  ;  but  there  are  the 
notes  ;  aren't  they  ?     Look  at  the  numbers." 

As  the  old  man  spoke  he  took  a  shabby  old 
pocket-book  from  his  breast,  opened  it,  and 
drew  out  a   bundle  of    notes,  held   together 
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by  an  elastic  band,  and  laid  them  on  the  office 
table  with  a  banor. 

o 

"  Bless  my  heart  ! "  cried  Cramptort  ex- 
citedly, as  he  hastily  put  on  his  spectacles  and 
examined  the  notes,  and  compared  them  with 
an  entry  in  a  book.  "  Yes,  sir,"  he  said  to  Van 
Heldre  ;   "  these  are  the  very  notes.'' 

"  But  how  came  you  by  them,  Luke  Vine  ? " 
cried  Van  Heldre,  who  looked  as  much  as- 
tounded as  his  clerk. 

"  How  came  1  by  them  ?  "  snarled  Uncle 
Luke.  "  Do  you  think  five  hundred  pounds 
are  to  be  picked  up  in  the  gutter.  I  meant 
that  money,  and  more  too,  for  that  unfortunate 
boy ;  and  the  more  careless  he  was  the  more 
necessary  it  became  for  me  to  look  after  his 
interests." 

"  You  meant  that  money  for  poor  Harry  %  " 

"  To  be  sure  I  did,  and  by  the  irony  of  fate 
the  poor  misguided  lad  sent  his  companion  to 
steal  it." 

"  Good  heavens  !  "  ejaculated  Van  Heldre, 
while  Crampton  nodded  his  head  so  sharply 
that  his  spectacles  dropped  off,  and  were  only 
saved  from  breaking  by  a  quick  interposition 
of  the  hands. 

"  And  did  the  foolish  fellow  restore  the 
money  to  you  ? "    said  Van  Heldre. 


256  OF    HIGH    DESCENT. 

"Bah  !  no  !     He  never  had  it." 

"  Then  how " 

"How?  Don't  I  tell  you  I  watched— 
hung  about  the  place,  not  feeling  satisfied 
about  my  property,  and  I  came  upon  my 
gentleman  just  as  he  was  escaping  with  the 
plunder." 

"And "  exclaimed  Crampton  excitedly. 

"  I  knocked  him  down — with  that  ruler, 
and  got  my  money  out  of  his  breast.  Narrow 
escape,  but  I  got  it." 

"  Why  did  you  not  mention  this  before, 
Luke  Vine  ? " 

"  Because  I  had  got  my  money  safe — because 
I  wanted  to  give  clever  people  a  lesson — 
because   I  did  not  want  to  see  my  nephew  in 

gaol — because  I  did  not  choose — because 

Here,  you  Crampton,  give  me  back  those  notes. 
Thank  ye,  I'll  take  care  of  them  in  future 
myself." 

He  replaced  the  notes  in  the  case,  and 
buttoned  it  carefully  in  his  breast. 

"  Luke,  you  astonish  me,"  cried  Van  Heldre. 

"Eccentric,  my  dear  sir,  eccentric.  Now, 
then,  you  see  why  I  returned  you  the  cheque. 
Morning." 

Crampton  took  out  his  silk  pocket-hand- 
kerchief,  and  began  to  polish  his  glasses  as 
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he  gazed  hard  at  his  employer  after  following 
Uncle  Luke  to  the  door,  which  was  closed 
sharply. 

"  Poor  Harry  Vine ! "  said  Van  Heldre 
sadly.  "  Combining  with  another  to  rob  him- 
self. Surely  the  ways  of  sin  are  devious, 
Crampton  ?  " 

"  Yes,"  said  the  old  man  thoughtfully.  "  I 
wish  I  had  waited  till  you  got  well." 

"  Too  late  to  think  of  that,  Crampton,"  said 
Van  Heldre  sadly.  "  When  do  you  go  to 
Pradelle's  trial?" 

"  There,  sir,  you've  been  an  invalid,  and 
you're  not  well  yet.  Suppose  we  keep  that 
trouble  buried,  and  let  other  people  dig  it  up, 
and  I'll  go  when  I'm  obliged.  1  suppose  you 
don't  want  to  screen  him  %  " 

"  I  screen  him  ?  " 

11  Hah  !  "  ejaculated  the  old  clerk,  who  began 
rubbing  his  hands,  "  then  I'm  all  right  there. 
I  should  like  to  see  that  fellow  almost  hung — 
not  quite." 

"  Poor  wretch  !  " 

"  Know  anything  about — eh  ? " 

"Harry  Vine?  Not  yet.  Only  that  he 
has  escaped  somewhere,  I  hope,  for  good." 

"Yes,  sir,  I  hope  so  too — ion  good." 

VOL.  III.  S 


CHAPTER  XXIV. 

TRIED    IN    THE    FIRE. 

After,  as  it  were,  a  race  for  life,  the  breath- 
less competitors  seemed  to  welcome  the  restful 
change,  and  the  sleep  that  came  almost  un- 
alloyed by  the  mental  pangs  which  had  left 
their  marks  upon  the  brows  of  young  and  old. 
And  swift  tides  came  and  went  with  the  calms 
and  storms  of  the  western  coast,  but  somehow 
all  seemed  to  tell  of  rest  and  peace. 

It  was  a  year  after  Victor  Pradelle  had 
been  placed  in  what  Sergeant  Parkins  face- 
tiously termed  one  of  her  Majesty's  boardiug- 
schools,  under  a  good  master,  that  John  Van 
Heldre  wrote  the  following  brief  letter  in 
answer  to  one  that  was  very  long,  dated  a 
month  previous  to  the  response,  and  bearing 
the  post-mark  of  the  Straits  Settlements  : — 

"Harry  Vine, — I  quite  appreciate  what 
you  say  regarding  your  long  silence.  I  am 
too  old  a  man  to  believe  in  a  hasty  repentance 


TRIED    IX    THE    FIRE.  259 

forced  on  by  circumstances.  Hence,  I  say. 
you  have  done  wisely  in  waiting  a  year  be- 
fore writing  as  fully  as  you  have.  George 
and  Luke  Vine  have  always  been  to  me  as 
brothers.  You  know  how  I  felt  toward  their 
son.  I  say  to  him  now,  you  are  acting  wisely, 
and  I  am  glad  that  vou  have  met  such  a 
friend  as  Eichard  Leslie. 

"  Certainly :  stay  where  you  are,  though 
there  is  nothing  to  fear  now  from  the  law,  I 
guarantee  that.  The  years  soon  roll  by.  I 
say  this  for  all  our  Bakes. 

"  As  to  the  final  words  of  your  letter — 
one  of  my  earliest  recollections  is  that  of  my 
little  hands  being  held  together  by  one  whom 
you  lost  too  soon  in  life.  Had  your  mother 
lived  your  career  might  have  been  different. 
"What  I  was  taught  as  my  little  hands  were 
held  together,  I  still  repeat :  '  As  we  forgive 
them  that  trespass  against  us.'  Yes.  Some 
day  I  hope  to  give  you  in  the  flesh  that  which 
I  give  you  in  spirit  now — my  hand." 

Six  more  years  had  passed  before  a  broad- 
shouldered,  bronzed,  and  bearded  man — partner 
in  the  firm  of  Leslie  and  Vine,  Singapore  and 
Penang — grasped   John    Van    Heldre's   hand, 

S  2 


260  OF    HIGH    DESCENT. 

and  asked  him  a  question  to  which  the  old 
merchant  replied:  "Yes,  all  is  forgiven  and 
forgotten  now.     If  you  can  win  her  :  yes." 

But  the  days  glided  on  and  the  question 
was  not  asked.  Uncle  Harry  was  constantly 
on  the  beach  or  down  on  the  rocks  with  the 
two  little  prattling  children  of  Duncan  Leslie 
and  his  wife,  and  Uncle  Luke,  who  seemed 
much  the  same,  was  rather  disposed  to  be 
jealous  of  the  favour  in  which  the  returned 
wanderer  stood  ;  but  he  indulged  in  a  pleasant 
smile  now  and  then,  when  he  was  not  seen, 
and  had  taken  to  a  habit  of  stopping  his 
nephew  on  the  beach  at  unexpected  times, 
and  apparently  for  no  reason  whatever. 

The  question  was  not  asked,  for  Aunt  Mar- 
guerite, who  had  taken  to  her  bed  for  the 
past  year,  was  evidently  fading  fast.  As 
Dr.  Knatchbull  said,  she  had  been  dying  for 
months,  and  it  was  the  state  of  her  health 
which  brought  her  nephew  back  to  England, 
to  find  his  old  sins  forgotten  or  forgiven,  a 
year  sooner  than  he  had  intended. 

By  slow  degrees  the  vitality  had  passed 
from  the  old  woman  step  by  step,  till  the 
brain  alone  remained  bright  and  clear.  She 
was  as  exacting   as  ever,  and  insisted  upon 
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her  bed  being  draped  with  flowers  and  lace 
and  silk,  and  her  one  gratification  was  to  be 
propped  up,  with  a  fan  in  one  nerveless  hand 
and  a  scent-bottle  in  the  other,  listening  to 
the  reading  of  some  old  page  of  French  history, 
over  which  she  smiled  and  softly  nodded  her 
head. 

One  day  Harry  was  down  near  the  harbour 
talking  to  Poll  Perrow,  whose  society  he  often 
affected,  to  the  old  woman's  great  delight, 
when  Madelaine  Van  Heldre  came  to  him 
hastily. 

"  Is  anything  wrong  ? "  he  asked  excitedly. 

She  bowed  her  head,  and  for  the  moment 
could  not  speak. 

"  Aunt  Marguerite  ?  " 

"  Yes.  I  was  reading  to  her,  and  you 
know  her  way,  Harry ;  half  mockingly  she 
was  telling;  me  that  I  should  never  gain  the 
pure  French  accent,  when  she  seemed  to 
change  suddenly,  and  gasped  out  your  name. 
Louie  had  not  gone  home ;  I  was  relieving 
her,  as  I  often  do  now,  and  she  is  with  her 
aunt.  Leslie  has  gone  to  fetch  Mr.  Vine, 
who  is  down  on  the  shore  with  Uncle 
Luke." 

A  few  minutes  later  Harry  was  in  the  old 
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lady's  room,  the  doctor  making  way  for  him 
to  approach  the  bed,  about  which  the  rest  of 
the  family  were  grouped. 

"There,"  she  said  sharply,  "you  need  not 
wait.     I  want  to  speak  to  Harry." 

He  bent  down  to  place  his  arm  beneath 
the  feeble  neck,  and  she  smiled  up  at  him 
with  the  ruling  passion  still  strong  even  in 
death,  and  her  words  came  very  faintly ;  but 
he  heard  them  all  : 

"  Kemember,  Harry,  the  hope  of  our  family 
rests  on  you.  We  are  the  Des  Vignes,  say 
what  they  will.  Now  marry — soon — some 
good,  true  woman,  one  of  the  Haute  Noblesse!1 

"Yes,  aunt,  I  will." 

An  hour  later  she  was  peacefully  asleep. 

"  Closed  in  death,"  said  Harry  Vine  as  he 
laid  his  hand  reverently  across  the  withered 
lids ;  "  but  her  eyes  must  be  open  now,  father, 
to  the  truth." 

There  was  to  be  a  quiet  little  dinner  at 
Leslie's  about  a  fortnight  later,  and  after  a 
walk  down  through  the  churchyard,  the  party 
were  going  up  the  steep  cliff-path.  Leslie 
and  his  handsome  young  wife  were  on  ahead  ; 
the  old  men  coming  slowly  toiling  on  behind 
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as  Harry  stopped  with  Madelaine  in  the  well- 
known  sheltered  niche. 

They  stood  gazing  out  at  the  sea,  stretch- 
ing as  it  were  into  infinity,  and  as  they  gazed 
they  went  on  with  their  conversation,  talking 
calmly  of  the  quaint  old  lady's  prejudices  and 
ways. 

"  Did  you  hear  her  last  last  words  ? "  said 
Harrv  gravely. 

'•'Yes." 

The  look  which  accompanied  the  answer  was 
frank  and  calm.  It  seemed  to  lack  emotion, 
but  there  was  a  depth  of  patient  truth  and 
trust  therein  which  told  of  enduring  faith. 

"  She  would  have  me  marry  soon — some 
good,  true  woman,  one  of  the  Haute  Noblesse? 

•*'Yes  ;  it  would  be  better  so." 

"  I  have  loved  one  of  the  Haute  Noblesse 
for  seven  years  as  a  weak,  foolish  boy — 
Beven  years  as  a  trusting  man — and  she  has 
not  changed.  Maddy,  is  my  reward  to  come 
at  last  ? " 

As  Madelaine  placed  her  hands  calmly  in 
those  extended  to  her  she  seemed  without 
emotion  still;  but  there  was  a  joyous  light 
in  her  brightening  eyes,  and  then  a  deep  flush 
suffused  her  cheeks  as  two  words  were  spoken 
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by  one  of  the  trio  of  old  men  who  had  slowly 
toiled  up  towards  where  they  stood. 

"Thank  God!" 

It  was  George  Vine  who  spoke,  and  the 
others  seemed  to  look  "  Amen." 


THE    END. 
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